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PRELIMINARY ADDRESS 


THE Slattering reception given by the World to innumerable 
Compilations from the Works of the moft approved Modern Authors, 
under the captivating title of their Beauties ; Jhould feem to warrant 
@ probability that an apology for the following Attempt would 
Scarcely be neceffary. Religion, Morality, Metaphy/ics, Philofophy, 
Poetry, and evea Hiftory, has been repeatedly employed for this 
purpofe;. whether fuch difplay of the art of Book-making has been 
more beneficial to the Authors, the Bookfellers, or the Public, does 
uot become the Editor of the enfuing pages to determine. The. 
prime intent of the prefent produéttion is to introduce for public 
infpection, a fpecies of Typographical Elegance as yet very little 
{if at all) known; and it was neceffary, to chufe the method and 
matter fuficiently eligible, as well to difplay the beauties of the 
performance, as to render it produétive of the benevolent purpofe it is 
defigned to anfwer. 

The Editor reprobates the idea of infinuating a wifh, that this 
Selection may be confidered as fuperfeding the Works of the 
Caledonian Bards, or even comprehending all their beauties and 
excellencies: Her bef? hopes are only, that tbe principal Epifodes, 
Addreffes, Sc. will be more interefting to the Reader, and eafier 

retained 


( ii) 
vetained in the Memory than when attached to, Matter lefs confes 
quential, and encumbered with a perpetual iteration of the fame 
allufions and images. 

Every Admirer of pure Heroifm, exalted Sentiment, delicate 
Affection, and ftrong marked Charatter, mujft be lovers of the 
Galic Poetry; and with thefe the Editor fatters berfelf if fhe 
does not afpire to the expectancy of Praife, foe will incur no great 
degree of cenfure, by prefenting it in a form at leaft Novel, and in 
a file of Typographical Superiority as yet unatiemped. 

Never fo happy as when an oppertunity prefents, to teftify the 
fincereft acknowledgments of agrateful heart: the Editor cannot 
omit embracing the prefent, by intreating the numerous Subfcribers 
io the pofthumous publications of the late Mr. Potter her Father, 
zo accept (as the only pofible return in her power, for fuch unpre- 
cented gooducfs ) her earneft wifbes, that they may be ever im 
poffefion of thofe exquifitely delightful feelings which animate the 
bofom of fenfibility, whofe greateft luxury is the participation of woes 
" immediately its own; and whofe fupreme pleafure as relieving 
them. 
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APOSTROPHE to OSSIAN, Page t 


OU RD-—The Ourd is the trunk of a large tree, fet on fire, 
round which the Highlanders folemnize peculiar feftivals ; 
a cuftom rigidly obferved at this day in many parts of the 
Country. 


ALBIN.—This word fignifies a Mountainous Country, and 
{eems once to have been the name ofall the Ifland: but 
atter the Saxons had defeated the South Britains, and became 
matters of that divifion; fuch of them as maintained their 
independancy, were honoured with the appelation of Ual/, 


or Nobility, in oppofition to the vulgar, who fubmitted: te 
the 
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the conquerors; and the northern divifion, comprehending 
all Scotland, has been fince invariably known by the name 
of ALBIN. 


COMPLAINT of the BARD. - Page 3 


Toscar, father of Matvina, to the latter of which this 
Complaint is addrefled by Oss1 awn, as are many other of 
his tendereft compofitions : She appears to have been in love 
with Oscar, the fon of Osstan, and to have affected 
the company of the Father atter the death of the Soa. 


CON A.—Oss1 Avy the fon of F1ncGax is often poetically 
called, the voice of Con a. 


M ALVIN A.—Soft or lovely brow. 


SONG of COLMA. Page 6 
COLMA—A Woman with fine Hair. 
DEATH of MORNA Page 19 


MORN A.—A Woman univerfally beloved. 


E RIN.—Asthe names of Lochlin, Eria, and Inis-fail often 
occur in thefe Poems, it may be proper to remember, that 
by Lochiin is meant Norway, or SCANDINAVIA in general, 
by Eria, IRELAND, and by Inis-fail, a part of the fame 
Country, inhabited by the Falans (whence Inis-fail.)— 
Sometimes Jnis-fail feems to denote fome of the HeBripeEs; 
and Iniftore ttands always for the Orxwneys, or at leaft the 
greateft pait of them: it may be alfo proper to obferve the 
footing which the kings of Morven or CaLEpoNnia were 

with 
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with thefe neighbouring countries. With the inhabitants 
of Inis-failand Iniftore, they generally lived on good terms; 
and feem to have been ‘their fuperiors. With the legal 

. fovereigns of Erin and their people, they were nearly allied; 
and frequently affifted them againft the ufurpations of the 
Firbolg, and the incurfions of the Scaadinavians; with their 
fouthern neighbours, beyond the friths of Forth and Clyde 
the kings of Morven feem to have had very little friendly 
intercourie. 


CAIRBAR aud GRUDAR. Page 15 
CAIRBAR.— Strong-Man. GOLBUN.—Crooked-Hill. 
LUBAR.—A river in the province of Ulfer. 

BRASS OLIS.—White-Breafted. 

CROMLA.—The proper name of a bill on the coaft of Uiper. 
TRENMOR. Page 18 


TREN MO R—Zall and Mighty, the great Grand-Father 
of FINGAL. 


MOR V E N—AII the north-weft coaft of Scotland went of 
old under the name of Morven, which fignifies a ridge of 
very high hills. 


DEAL HW of . AEDs Page 23 


FING A L—Son of Comuat and Morwa the daughter of 
Tuappv, his Grand-father was TratrHat, and great 
Grand-father Trenmor, both of which are often mentioned. 


in the Galic Poetry. 
Morals 
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MORALT and. MINVAS. Page 27 

DU NAIR M—Tower of Arms. 

CRIMORA and CONNAL. Page 34 

CRIMORA—4A Woman of great foul. 

CARRIL——A fprightly and harmonious Sound, 

PRAISE of CARTHON. Page 40 

CARTHON—Muormur of Waves. BALCLUTHA 
Town. of Clyde. CLESSAMOR—Mighty deeds. 

The TALE of the BARD. “Rage ag 

LAMENTATION of MURNO. Page 49 


‘This is often called the fong of the children of Murno: it will 
be neceflary to remember that Arden was his father, Torman 
his bard, and Duzalva his place of refidence. 


VINVELA aud SHILRIC. Page 62 
VIN VELA—A Woman with a melodious voice. 


BRANNO  fignifies a Mountain-fream, and is a river 
knovn by that name in the days of Oss1an; there are 
feveral fmall.rivers in Scotland {till retains this name; in 
paiticular one which falls into the Tay. 


CORMORA—2igh rocky bill -CRONNAN—wmournful found. 
He 
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He faw her fair moving on the plain. The diftinGtion 
which the azcienr Scots made between good and bad Spirits, 
was, that the former appeared {ometimes in the day time, in 
lonely unfrequented places; but the Ja¢zer never but by night, 
and in a difmal and gloomy fcene. 


DEATH of CULALIN. | Page 68 


CUL-ALIN—Of Cu, a poetical name fora Lady’s fine locks; 
and alin, graceful. The name of Allan, or Allen in 
Scotland and Ireland is from the fame root. 


COMAL and GALBINA. Page 72 
FAINASOLLIS. Page 75 
CRACA—Probably one of the Shetland Ifles. 

ADDRESS to th MOON. Page 78 


When the darknefs of thy countenance grows. The Poet 
means the Mooz in ber wane; this addrets in the original is 
inalyric meafure, and appears to have been fung to the harp 


1 RD aw Page 80 
M OIN A—Soft ia perfon and temper. CLU TH A—the 


river Clyde, the fignification of the word is bending, alluding 
to the winding courfe of that river. 


LAMENTATION of MINGALA Page 82 
DEATH of DARTHUILA Page 84 
Darthula. 
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DAR THU LA—A Woman with fine Eves. She war 
the moft famous beauty of antiquity, and to this day itis a 
common phrafe, ‘as lovely as Darthula.” 


Lamentation of FING A L over GAUL. Page 86 


GAUL the Son of Morni, was a diftinguifhed character in 
the wars of Finca, and of courfe much noticed in the 


Poems of OsstAn. 
DEATH of DERMID. Page gt 


DERMID Son of Duiaa—This perfonage is frequently 
mentioned in other poems of Osstan, and much celebrated 


in the Tales of later times 


SONG of MATOS LN A, é Page 95 
Eki MO lf Neg Page 97 
RUINS of SELMA. Page 104 


SELMA—This word in the original fignifies either beautiful to 
bebold, ora place with a pleasant or wide profpec. In thofe 
times they built their houfes upon eminences, to command 
a view of the country, and to prevent their being furprized. 


TEMORA—T-e royal palace of the fupreme kings of Ireland. 
SORROWS of CATHULA. Page 10g 
CATHULA king of Iniffore, properly Inni/-ore, or Orc- Innis, 


“ the ifle of Whales,” or Orkneys, the word orc is ufed in 


this fenfe by Milton. 
———————. An ifland falt and bare, 
The haunt of feals, and orcs, and fea mews clang. 
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HEROISM of MORALLA, Page 125° 
the CHIEF of FEYGLEN. Page 128 
Tig DEATH of OSCAR. Page 137 


The heroes of this piece are Oscar the fon of Carurn, and 
Dermrip the fon of Diaran; Osstax, (or perhaps his 
Imitator) opens the poem with a lamentation for Oscar, 
and afterwards by an eafy tranfition, relates the ftory of 
Oscar, the fon of CarutuH, who feems to have bore a 

-character equally great, as wellas the name of Oscar, the 
fon of Ossran. 


Tie CAPE oy CRETLA Page 143 


CREYLA—+he woody rock, fuppofedto be oneof the Grampian 
Hills, which ftill retains that name.—It was cuftomary for 
every great family to have a fecret cave, or place of conceal- 
ment from their enemies, when they were forced to fly in 
Battle. 


INVER, fignifiesa place where a lefler river joins a greater, or 
empties itfelf into the ocean. All the towns in Scotland, 
whofe names begin with Inver, are thus fituated, as Invernefs 
Inver-ary, Inver-keithing, &c. DUNGEAL—White 
Tower. The houfe of Dungeal are faid to have been the 
progenitors of the Cummings, lords of Badenoch, whofe tranf- 
actions are fo well known in the hiftory of Scotland. 


BENVEL—Sweet-Voiced. 
ERVIN — Weflerz 


SULGORMA—Bluc-Eyed. 


MALALIN—Graceful Eye-brow. 
Fiill. ~ 
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RONNAN aad SULMINA. Page 154 
RONNAN—from Ro, thonnan—through waves. 

GLiPA-DON AX Page 161 
COLGUL aad CALMORA. Page 163 


TRATHAL—This hero was grand-Father to Finca, and 
generallifiimo ef the Caledonian Army in their wars with the 
Romans ; there is frequent mention made of him in the other 
Poems of Ossran. 


MAC-THALLA—Soz of the Rock, the Galic name for Echo. 
SULVINA’s BLEGY. Page 172 
Cee ae a ee Oe er 2 , Page 177 
ORAN-MOLLA—4 Song of Praife. 

fe OLD BARD s: WISH. Page 181 


So great was the attachment of the ancient Caledonians to their 
hills, that we often find them, not only taking a folemn fare- 
well of them at death, but’alfo imagining thata part of their 
future happinefs confifted in feeing and travelling over thofe 
{cenes, which in life afforded them fomuch pleafure. 


% Errata in this Article, page 162, for Chief of Scarlaw, read Fall of Turas 


APOSTROPHE 


APOSTUORDE fo ©OSSITAR. 


O Ofian, king of songs ! tho who drew the 
ZéEaz from the eye: Thou who broveght the. foc to the 
ground | ee al monrner of Selma's race! where 
shall T seurch fer thy temb ? The Sons of negligence 
have stuffered the waving heath Zo cover tt. The hearer 
of tales round the burning ord meets thy words; and 
he melts before them.—-She course of the storm ts 
abroad . but thy tomb it meets not. She voice of tts 
2age is aloud among the furyjecting cliffs : Dut thy 
Narrow delling, O king of bards! tt profes over th 
silence. No huge stone wears tts lofty head there, 
Zo compel the fying ninds to stofe thetr vaapd pourney 
and, with MT MUTINY accents, satute the mighty that 

2) bie 


a 3 


Le belm—But roll on » LOlce 0 the north | the fame 
of Ofsian regards thee not Thyself art bud for a. 
season.  Lho the feeble branches the wood bend 
before thee, and. the waving heath kneels at thy 
approach, when thou aut gone, they erect their heads, 
and onget thy strength. But the steength of Ofsians 
song shall never te forge, while the oaks of Min 
blaze before the tenants of her glens. 


Chicf of Scarlaws 
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COmPLAAYRT of the BAR DV; 


Deaknes comes on my soul, O far daughter of 
Toscar, J behold not the form of my Son at Carun ; 
no the figure of Oscar on Cona. The rustling winds 
have carried him (2 amay ; and the heant of his 
father is sad, Put bead me O Malina, to the 
sound of my moods ; to the roar of my mountain 
steams. -bet the chace le heard on Cona ; let me 
think on the days of other yettis. And bring me the 
harp ; O matd, that T me touch it, when the light 
of my soul shall arise. Ge thou near, to learn the 
sang 5 future times shale hear of me! She SONS of the 


feeble heveafter wile lift He bdice on Cona ; and looking 


ufo to the rocks, say, hove Ofsian dnvelt. —They 
shall admire the chieps of old, and the race that are 


ZB 2 20 


A 


te 3 


no more! mhile we ude om our clouds, Malvina, on 
_ the wings of the roaring winds, Our voices shall be 
heard, at times, tn the desert ; me shall sing on the 
brecze o the vocke 

Come thow beam that art lonely, foom matching 
in the night The squalls winds are around thee : 
from all their echoing hills. Red, over my hundved 
stveams, wpe the light-covered paths of the ~dead— 
They rejoice on the eddying winds, tn the season 
of night. Dwells there na igi tn SONG, white hand 
of the hanes of Lutha? Awake the voice of the 
string ; voll my soulto me. St is a stream that has 
fated MNoatvina frour the SONG. 

T hear thee, from thy darknefs , tn Selma, thou 
that watchest lonely by night / why didst thou withold 
the $Ong, from Ofsian's failing soul! Asthe falling 
bzock to the ear of the hunter, descending from his storms 


covered 
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covered hill, én a sun-beam rolls the echoing stzeam 5 
he hears, and shakes his deny locks: such is the 
DOLCE of Lutha , £0 the friend ¢ the spires of hevces. 
Moy swelling bosom teats hiy ST bok back onthe 
days that are past. Come ) thou beam that art 
lonely from watching in the night. 

Dring : daughter of Toscar, bring the harp ! the 
light of the son y 2ses tn Ysian's soul! Ie is tike the 
field, when darknefs covers the hills around, and ihe 
shadow grows slonly on the plain of the sun. SF 
bchold my som, O Wealvina » near the mofsy rock of 
Cona. But tt is the mist of the desaxt j tinged with 
the team of the west | Lovely is the mist ; that afsumes 
the form of Oscar! turn from tt, # minds, when ye 
voar on the side of Arden. 


Cathlin of Cluthae Wear of Carose 


dong 
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SONG of COL MW: 


It ts night ‘ JT am alone, forlorn on the hile of 
storms. She wind is heard in the mountains.— 
Dhe torrent prours down the rock. No hut receives 
me Prom the vain % loctorn on the hill of.minds! rise 
Moon | from behind thy clouds. Hav of the night 
aise, lead me 1 some light, to the place 3 mhere my 
love vests from the chace alone! His bow near him 
tensteng ; his dogs panting around thim.—— Gut 
deve TI mist sit alone , by the vock of the mofsy streanme, 
The stream and the wind roa. aloud. J hear not 
the voice of my lve! “hy detys my dalgar, why the 
chief of the hills, his frromtse 2? Here ts the rack, ant 
here the tree! tere is the roaring stream! Thou didst 


frromise mith night to be | ee 2 3 / whelher ts my 
Salgas 
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abi gone : ? with thee TF would fu f iy fom my father ; 

mith thee , from my brother of pride. Our race have 
long been foe S; me are no foes, O Falyar ! Cease 
a litle while ) O wind! stream be thou sitent a while! 
let my voice be heard around, let my wanderer hear 
me | Jalgar ! et is Colma who calls. Here is the 
tree, and ihe rock, Saljar my lve! FT am here. 
Why delayest thou thy coming : 2 Lo! the calm moon 
comes forth th. ws She flood ts brigh tt tn the vate. ie 
rocks are gre Y on the stecp——TJ see him not On the 
trom. 5K, dors come not before him, mith tidings 
of bis near approach——Heve J must sit atone! 

W ho lies On the Keath beside me? Aue they roy 
love and my brether 2? er to me O my fronds! ! 
Jo Colma they give NO ropely —Sreak tame: JS am 
atone ! ony soul ts tormented ie fears: | Ak! they 


are dead : | Dhet tz Sevowds are zed f° Ont the J é ijt “tt, O mM y 
brother ! é2! 
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buther ; my brother ! why hast thou stain my Falgar ? 
Why O Saliyar i hast thot stain my brother 2 dear 
mere Ye both tome! what shall J say tH your frase 2 
Thou wert fair on the till among thousands! He 
mas terrible in (bt—Fpcck to me; hear muy DOLCE ,, 
hear me » 0nS of my lve! Sy hey are silent i silent fos 
ever.—Cold, coll are their breasts of clay | abd 
TOM the zock on the hill ; from the Zope of the windy 
sleep, speak, ye ghosts of the ~dcad | speak, ST will 
not be afraid | whither are ye gone to rest? tn what 
cave of the hill shall T fond the departed eS 
feeble voice is on the gale : no answer half=dromned in 

the storm | 
T sit. alone tn my gree f ! IS wait fo morning 
in my tears! vear the tomb, ye rlenads of the dead. 
Chose tt not ll Colma comes.—— MA life flies amay 
hike a dream : why should J stay bchind? Hove 
shall 


f @] 

shall T vest with my friends, by the stream of the 
sounding rock.——-W hen night comes on the till ; 
when the toud ninds arise - muy ghost shall stand in 
the blast, and mourn the death of my friends. Dhe 
dunter shall hear from his tooth——He shall x: 
but love ey voice | fo Sweet shal Tt voice be 
my fréends: pleasant mere her fréends to Colma. 


Songs of Schwa 
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PEATH of MOBR A. 


“ Cathba fell by the sword of Duchomar at the 
oak of ihe noisy streams. ——Duchomar came to Fura's 
cave ; he spoke Zo lovely Nonna. Mboorna , forrest 
among momen, lovely daughter of strong-armed Cormac.! 
hy in the ciucle of Stones ? in the Cave of the rock 
alone? Lhe stream murmurs along. The old tres 

roans tn the mind. The lake ts tooubled before thee ; 
dark are the clouds of the shy ! But thow art snow 
on the heath ; thy hair is the mist of Cromta ; when 
ét curls on the hill : when tb shines othe beam of ihe 
west ! Thy breasts are tno smooth rocks seen from 
Pranno of stveams. Thy aums like two white pillars, 
on the halls of the great Fingal. 

é ~ From mhence Duchomar, most gloomy of men 2 
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dark ave thy brows and terrible! Red are thy rolling 
eyes | Does Snaran appear on the sea? what of the 
0e Duchomar 2" From the till TF 2eturn, O 
Morna, from the hill of the dark-brown hinds. Stree 
have F slain with my bended yew. Dkree with mip 
long-bounding dogs of the chace. Lovely datghter of 
Cormac, T love thee as my soul! TS have slain one 
stately Deer for thee——High was his boanchy head 
and fleet his feet of wind.’ ——“ Duchomar |” cal ne 
the mitt, replied, T love thee not, thou gloomy men ! 
hard is thy feart of vock ; dark 08 thy terrible brow. 
Lut Cathba Wounds SOW 0) Toman , thow art the love 
of MNorna. Thou art a sun-beam, tn the day of 
the gloomy StOr Ml. Sawest thot the gon of Goman, 
lovely on the hill of his hinds? tere the “daveghter of 
Cormac, waits the coming of Cathba |” 
i Long shill Mona wait, Duckomar said, 
; ie ii long 


fe) 
A long shall Morna mait for Citta! Pekold this 
sword unsheaihed! here wanders the blood o of Cathba., 
Long shall Morna wait. He fell p by the stream of 
Pranno i LE y JF Coma, vy will 2Atse his tomb, 
daught ster of blue-shiclded Cormac! turn on Dihir, 
“Ts the 
son of Toman fallen ? 2” said the wildly. bursting 
voice of the maid. “Ts he feller on his echoing hills, 
the youth mith the breast of snow 2. the irst in the 
chace of hinds ? the foe of the strangers of ocean > — 
Thou art dark, to me, Duchomar, cuel ts thy arm to 
Nona ! Give me that smord my foc. ! TF howe the 
wandering blood of Cathba. 

he gave the swoud to her tears. he fuewed his 
manly breast | He fell, te like the bank of a mountain 
stream, and stretching fouk his hand, he spoke. 
“Das ghler of blue-shielded oes ! thou hast slain 


Me 


thy i4 et yes j his aum ts strong as @ storm. 
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mein youth ! The sword ts cold to my breast: Mona, 
F feet it cold. Give me to Woina the maid 
Duchomar was the dream of her night ! she nile raise 
my tomb : the hunter shall raise my fame. —Zut 
draw the sword from muy breast, Wborna, the steel 
és cold!" She came, tn ald her tears, she came : she 
drew the snord from his breast. He fuierced het 
white side! he spread her fer lacks on the qround } 
Her bursting blood sounds from her side: her white 
arm ts stained nith ved. rolling in death she lay. 
The cave re-echoed to her sighs.” — 

“ Race’ said Cathullin, “ 19 the souls of the 
heroes! their deeds were gueat in fovte. Let them 
vide around me on clouds. Let them shew thets 
features of Wat. Moy soul shall then be fon tr 
danger j; mine arm Like the thunder of heaven! But 


be thou on a moon-beam ; O Morna! near the window 
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of my rest ; when my tho: ght are of preace ; ' when the 
din of arms ts pase. Gather the strength of the 
tribes | Woove to the MUS of Crin / Atte nad the CHL 
of my battles | pepotce in the nolse of my cotwrse / 
police thyce ‘eye by my side : follow the bounding 
of MY steeds | That ay soul ma Vi be strong tp hyp 


friends, WHEN battle Bide round the beams of 
ny stect. 


The 
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Che Storp of CAFRBAR and GnuvAn: 


In other days came the sons of ocean to Erin! 
ei thousand vefsells bounded on waves , to Ulltin's lovely 
plains. The sons Oj Inis-fail arose, to meet the 
 vace of dark-brown shields. Cairbar, list of men, Was 
there, and Grudaz, stately youth / Long had they 
strove for the sprotted bull that lowed on Golbun's 
echoing heath. Cach claimed him as his onn. Death 
Was often at the pootnt of their steel! side by side the 
heroes fought ; the strangers of ocean fled. W hose 
name was filrer on the hill, than the name of Cairbaz 
and Grudar | But ah! why Cvrer lowed the butt, 
on Golbun's echoing heath. Shey Saw him leaping 
Lhe nom. The nrath or the chiefs zeturned | 

“Ox Lutar's guefsy banks they fought : Grudaz 


pe 
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fell in tis blood. Fierce Cairbar came to the vale , 
ovheve Buafsotis, fairest of his ststers, all atone 
raised the song of quiet. She sung of the actions of 
Giudar, the youth of her secret soul!—he mourned 
him in the feeld of blood ; but still she hoped fu 
his return. Her white bosom is seen from her robe 4 
as the moon from the clouds of night, when tts edge 
teaves white on the wien, from the darknef, which 
covers tts ob. SCor voice was softer than the har), 
Zo vaise the song of grief. Fler soul was fered On 
Gaudar. The secret took of her eye mwas Wii as Bi 
“VW hen shalt thow come in thy arms thot mighty 


in war? — 

Take Srafiolis; Caibar came and said, 
“take Drafsolis , this shield of blood. Fix it on high 
nithin my hall, the armour of mip foe ! Hex soft 
deart. beat against hey side. — Distracted, poate, she 


Hew. 
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fer. She found her youth in alt his blood ; she 
died on Cromla's teath.” Here rests their dust 
Cuthullin. These lanely yews ST Ung from thetr 
tombs, and shade them from the stom. Fair Was. 
Brafsolis on the plain ! Stately was Grudav on the 
hill! The bard shall foreserve their names, ang 


send them down to future times ft” 


- 


Fingate 
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CuNER WM O hk: 


“ Frenmor’ said the mouth of sOnYS “lived in the 
“days of other years. He bounded over ihe WAVES O 
the north: companton of the storm! The high rocks of 
the land of Sochlin ; and tts yroves. of MiLLmMUUng 
sounds appeared to the hero though the mist:—Se 
bound his white-bosomed satls.—Trenmor pursued the 
boar, that roared through the woods of Gormal— 
Many had fed vom tts furesence : but it vlled in 
death on the spedy of Trenmor. Three chiefs who 
beheld the deed, told of the mighty stranger. They 
told that te stoott, like a pillar of fore » tn the bright 
aums of his valour. The hing Lachtin frrepared 
the feast. He calhed the blooming Trenmor.— 
Tiree days he feasted at Gormals windy tomers ; and 


received 


> 


teed Aa. chectt. ide copeat.. Tha tand of 
Locklin had no hero, that yielded not. to Trenmor. 
The shelt of poy ment round with SONGS, tn furatse of 
the king of WNoowen. He that came over the 
WAVES , the first of mighty MeN. 

Now when the fourth gray morn Wrose, the hevo 
Liunched his shife. He walked along the silent shove, 
and called for the rushing gind : for loud and 

Vstant te heard the blast mivrminng behind the 
aoves. Covered wer with arms of steel, a son 
moody Govmat appeared. Red was his cheek and fair | 
his hair. His shin tke the snow of Noorven. 
Mild rolled his blue and smiling eyes, when the spoke 
to the hing of sous. 

re Stay, Trenmor stay, thow fie of men, thou 
hast not conguwered Lonvals SOM. My smord has 
often met the brave. The mise shun the strengtte 
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of yp bow.  « Thou fairhatred youth,’ Trenmor 
replied, te J mill net fight mith Lonval's son. 
Shine arm ts feeble, sun beam of youth, Retire to 
Gormat s dark-brown hinds’ —Put I will retire - 
replied the youth, with the smord of Srenmor ; and 
exult in the sound of my fame. The viLgiNs shall 
gather with smiles, around him who congueved mighty 
Drenmor. ~ They shall sigh mith the sighs of love \ 
and admire the length of thy Spear ; when TI shale 
carry tt among thousands ; when T life the littering 
oint to the sun.” 

“ Thou shalt never carry amay my spear, said 
the angry hing of Morven. © Thy mother shall find 
thee pale on the shove and looking over the Vark-blue 
decfr, see the sails of him that slew her son. “TFT 
aide not life the spear, relied the youth, So mip avid 
ss no strong mith yeas: but mith the feathered dat, 


J have 


( wry 


JT have learned to fucerce a ~Oistant 06, > Sera, 
that heav mail of steel. Lrenmor ts covered 20M 
“Veath —T first will lay my matt on earth —— Shon 
20M thy Qart, (how hing of Woorven |” He Samy 
the heaving of her breast. St was the sister of the 
king. She had ieen him in the hall ; and loved 
his face of youth —Ti he spear” dvopt from the hand of 
Trenmor: he bent his red oP Zo the ground—She 
was to tim a team of lt ht. that meets the sons of the 
cave ; nhen they ve-vtstt the fields of the sun, and bend 
their aching eyes |e Chicf of the mindy Mowen,’ 


Aiaucm the maid with Wet arhesek snow. it Jpn 


zest tn thy Cou nding ship ; fo from the tove of Corl ; 
fr he, Like the thunder “of the desavt, 8 terrible to 
Gribaia: te loves me tn the gloom of pride. He 
shakes ten thousand spears Rest thou tn peace me 


said the mighty Drenmor ‘ “ gest behind the shield 
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of muy fathers. T nill not fy from the chief, tho 
te shakes ten thousand spears | Shue aays he waited 
on the shore. He sent tis horn abroad. He called 
Colo to tattle ' fiom all his echoing hills. Put 
Colo came not to tattle. —The hing of Lochlin 
descends from his tall. Fe feasted on the roaring 
shove : he gave the muaid to TSrenmon 


Fix gal, 
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PDEHTP wf ALDVE. 


“W ho comes, said Fingal, “bike the bounding 
zoe, tike the hart of echoing Gna? his shield 
glitters on his side, the clang of his armour ts 
mournful—Sle meets mith Crragon in the strife ! 
Behold the battle of ihe dilolwmliad ae the 
contending of ghosts in a gloomy storm ——P tb 
fattest thow son of the hill, and ts thy white bosom 
stained mith blood ? Weep, unhepopry Loma, Alda 
is no move!—T. he king took the spear of his 
atrength. He was sad jor the ad of Aldo: he 
bent his deathfut eyes on the fe. But Gaul met the 
king of Sort. We ko can wlate the fight of the 
chiefs oe mighty stranger pee / 

Lorma tat in Ndos tate. She sat by the light 

0 
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of a Hanning otk. The night came down, but he 
did nat return. The soul of Lormatssad—W hat 
Jetains thee, hunter of Cona? thow didst frromise 
to return.—Sas the Deer been distant far? “Oo the 
Dark winds sigh, round thee on the heath? TI am in 
the land of strangers, where ts my friend but Aldo ? 
Come from thy soundin 4 bill, O my best beloved. 

Hor eyes are turned towards the gate. She 
Listens to the oustling blast. che thinks itis Medes 
tread. a, rises in her face !—PDut sonow retumms 
| again, bike a thin cloud on the moon.——“Wilt thou 
mol retuim my love? let me behold the face of the hill. ° 
Phe morn ts in the east. Calm and bright is the 
Dadi of sho tak? Woes shall S Aalst he agg 
returning from the chace e W hen shall iy hear his 
voice, loud and Nstant, on the wind 2° dometron thy 
sounding hills, hunter of moody Cona!l’” His thin 

ghost 
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ghost appeared, on a rock y like a matery beam of feeble 
light: when the moon rushes sudden y¥zom between 
£0 clouds, and the mid-night shoner tS on the field ! 
She followed the empty form over the heath. he 
knew that her hexo fel—F heard fez anproaching 
eles OW ihe mind, hike the mourn wb VOLCE of the 
breeze, when tt sighs on the grafs of the cave | 

She came. She found her hero! ter voice mas 
feard no more. Silent she rolled her eyes. She 
was pale and wildly sad! Sew were hev “ays on 
Cona. She sunk into the tomb. Fingal commanded, 
his bards : they SUNG over. the death of Lormt. The 
Daughters of Wborven mourned her, ig one “day tt% 
the year when the Vaok winds of autumn returned. 

con of he distant land ! Ghou dnittest in the 
field of fume / O Lot thy Song aise, at times, tn praise 


of those nto felt Let thetr thin ghosts vejolce around 
é thee ; 
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thee ; and the soul of Loma come on a feeble team: 
when thou ltest down to rest ; and the moon looks into 
thy cave. Then shalt thow see her lovely ‘ but the 
tear is still On her cheek | 

Silent and stow on floating must ; high hovering 
on the verge of the oven, come Ye ghosts of the dead | 
Ye bards of the dimes of old, here resume your 
employment, MLOUTN the “death of the lovely, She 


‘merited the voice of your song. 


Baitle of Lora. ; 


of Goalé 
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 WMORVALT ard MIRYDAS: 


Let hewes who eapect their tombs to ses by the 
evhite-armed “daceghters of beauty, said the beaver of 
Dunairm's shield, rest till MOrRENG ; but. Morale 
shall fel amid the shades of night. ‘Ne. tomb of 
mine shall rise: No tear from the lovely shall bathe 
tt. None shall lament over me, saying. ‘Ok mp 
hero !—None shall lament over me, SAYING, ‘Ok 
my Son I My anvow hath fuerced the breast of the 
lovely: My spear is stained with the blood of my 
kindred — | 

Mey fathers mere the foes of Mbbin. — Their 
spears vose with Lochtin's hing. ie? longed to travel 
wfron the waves of ocean. dix warriors raised mp 
white satls. The wind came tn haste from the noth j 


C2 waves 
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WALES gath red strength from ¢ the blast. eas 
mingled mith clouds that hurried a along the face of 
the “deep. The hi igh hills of Albin LOSE On the tofr o of , 
the Le WAVES. The peeen moons of He Cavan she ook thei: ss sia 
hocks be spore the bounding of our bark. 

Lhe hall of Dunatrm was the home of St? aNGErs. 
The gray: haired. chief stretched d for th the hand of 
priendshy fe Zo recetve us. Welcome, said he, are the 
SONS of ocean when they come tm peace. Our Qeevs 
are aged: Our shells Ave poll The tales of Our 
bards are pleasant ; and as should the stranger 
mown in our hall? 

The e feast mas spread mith mirth, and we ble efied 
the foes of ou fathers. 

Nbinvas shone in the hall of her [gs like the 
first beam of the using SUN, when tt smiles on the 


emy plains. bany chiefs sought the love of the 


mati ; 


Bey 


maid ; but she turned her eyes from the mighty, and 
} ixed them ow Morale. , 

Nor tills , nor warriors mere mine. TJ went ta 
the batile alone. The foes of Locklin had fallen by 
my hand ; but id 4 fume was not heard. 

Go, said the mud ; fight the battles of other 
kings. Gather thy | ame tn a distant land ; send tb 
before thee to Minvas, and she will onn thy lve. 

T went to Crin's hing. Many of his foes jell 
by my sword. My name was heard in song, and 
my fame travelled over many seas. She “daughters 
of SI nis-fatl spread thelr white arms before me tn vain. 
W hen jpreace smiled on the land, J returned to the 
mat of SHOW. 

The sun la asleep, and the moon wandered from 
cloud to cloud, when the hat of Dunatrem appeared. 
From the shirts of a binchen poe, the breeze of 


30 “af 


night conve eyed tO m V4 cars a sound soft as the breath 
of SMT EL —— Go; and t if (how ig Minvas will 
bathe th sweet memory mith her tears. | 

Ny soul, that never trembled before, shook with 
Qeead and hor TST saw binvas ; and stately 
was the warrior who stood by her side. 

TF bent my bom ——Go, said F to an arom, 
pocerce that breast of falshood. Let no other wariics 
search for fame to please that heart of pride. 

The steel entered her white tosom. Her 
sariegated garment is suread on the heath. Hor 
Lon ng hair ts bathed in her blood. Her groans are 
mingled with the sighs of night. 

Whence came the meteor of death, cted the 
warrior 2 —Fiom an arm of atvength v. replied ; 
and ratsed my spear. 

don of gloomy night ) saad the astonished youth, 


iret way 


thy arm ts stvong because the foe mas feeble. Dd» 
Spear of the mighty NEVEY LOSE before a dark heart like 
thine. Putt thy surly ghost shall forthwith “depart 
from tts dwelling, and mingle mith the sons of the 
wind, where thy bonelefs arm shall never raise the 
steel against the lovel, : . 

Long WE fought on the heath, ig he groans of 
Minvas were lost in the clash of our steel. The sped 
of my foe at last gave may, and he fel before Me» 
Thea moon tooked foth from the shivts of a dark cloud, 
and I teheld my friend, the brother of MNoinvas in 
his blood. 

And art thou fell 1, my brother Said the faultering 
wotce of the maid; and shall thy father never behold 
thy return from the chace 2 es GE Meoralt ! on what 
Vistant lind does thy spear Se against the mighty 2 
No brother of mine shall now call thee, from the 

pelds 
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feels of hy fome. But thou wilt some time 
retuin, my hero, and vatse ihe tomb of Minvas near 
the groves of otlr yormer lowes. 

T drew the stecl from the breast of the lovely, 
Ny teazs mingled with the wd stream from her 
bosom. She opened her faint eyes, and beheld her 
WNooralt’s hands bathed in her blood. dhe shricked 
herself. into a ghost. J strove to gras tt tn W14 
7 but it “ed mith Korvor from . faa pi, 
mee On & beam 0 the 2002. 

Four stones mark the divelling of the hero: pe 
ét vose the tomb of the lovely. The virgins often yive 
the tear of fety aS they poops : the tenants of the bush 
sing thet songs of woe. Ad night ve sit, and 
Listen to the wind, Dark clouds frown On me Us they 
roll wer r4f head. The children of the alr shun 


one with horror. 
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What faint beam F mith tts hall-formed smile ; 
gladdens the cheek of ihe cast? The moonis asleep in 
her theathy bed, and the sum is not yet frrefeared Zo 
Stef fork in the bright itnefs of his beauty, inn an 


Minvas, the maid of the bloody bosom . coming with 


ter hundred meteors to ae Movalt, the hero of cther 
lands, to the fields of “death. 

Tn mrath the virgin comes not to her friends. She 
fuer sites the gloom of night fom our mountains. The 
morntn 4 star trembles in her hand. he comes tike the 
first beam which the stn sends fouth zo proclaim his 
appircach before he leaves his bed of vest in the Cast. 

Why dost thou fl. {hs ‘y from us tn haste, maid o of the 
mill a spect. 2__But thow hast te ft morning On Out 
hills « ; and thy him form has ~ dtsappeaced, bike G 
cloud of mist on “A lake ; which vanishes before the face 


of the sire of brightneft. 


Morduth 
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CRIMORA ant CORPAT. 


Czimora. 


Wh, cometh from the hi Lo, ty the a coud tinged with 
the beam of the west ? Whose voice ts that, loud as 
th Ve mind, but pleasant as the harp of Canil?  Sé 
Us my love in the light. of steel ; but sad is his’ 


ae, brow! Live the mt ighty race Oo Fingal: | og 
what Pa tn Connat f soul : 2 


Connal. 


Finy live. They zeturn from the chace ; like a 
stream of light. The sun ts on theto shields, 
Like a ridge of fire they descend the hit. = Loudis 
the votce of the youth | The ar, Tay lov , tS near! / 
To MOLLOW the dreadful Dargo comes to tay the for te 

of 


f 


oo 
of Ree sea Ae, -0ace of Fingal he dofies ; the 


2ace of battle and wounds. 


Crimora. 
Con nal, T saw tis sails the guey mist on the 
Nark-bromn wave. They slowly came to tand— 
Connal, many are the waritous of Dango | 


Connal. 
Bring me thy fathers shield : the bofsy, t20n 
shield of Rrinval : that shield, like the [leorbed 


™mO00M y when she moves Oarkened thio heavens 


2imora. 


Ghat shield J bring, O Cnnal : but wt did not 
“defend my father. By the spear of Gormar he fe : 


Dhow mayest fall, O (Connat. 
: ie 2 Connat. 


(Pay 
| Connat. 
Fall IF mtg ! But raise my tomb ' Crimora ! 


Grey stones, & mound of canth, shall send a NAME 
to other times.  GYend thy red eye over my grave, 
beat thy mowznpucl, heaving breast: Though fair 
thot art hs 4 love » as the light ; move pleasant than 
the gale of the till j yee T will not here remain 


& aise my tomb , Crimout. 


rimoza. 


Then yive me those arms that gleam ; that sword 
and that spear of steel, J shall meet Dargo with 
Connat, and ad tim in the fight. Sarenell, ye 
rocks of Azdven ! ye Qeer! and ye stueams of the 
hill!——We shall welutm NO moze. Our tombs 
are ~ distant far! ; 


“ And wd they veturn no more?’ said Uthat 
bursting 


oe 


bursting sigh- “File the mighty tn battle, and 
Oid Crimora tive 2—HGer steps were lonely ; der abut 
was sad for Connal Was he not young ateh denels ; 
like the beam of the setling sun 2. Vihiin SAW the 
wr gins tear, he took the softly trembling harp: the 
song was lavely but sad, and silence was in 
Carric:thura. 
| Autumn. is dark on the mountains ; guy mitS 
nests on the hills, The whil-wind is heard on the 
heath Dark zolls the 2LveD thoough the naLciow plain. 
A tree stands alone on the hill, and marks tke 
slumbering Connal. Lhe leaves whirl round nith 
the wind, and strew the guawe of the “dead. At 
vimes are seen here the ghosts of ihe “departed, when 
the miisineg hunter atone . stalks stonly over the heath. 
Who can reach the source of thy zace, O Connat ? 
Who recount thy fathers 2 Thy family grew like "5 
oa 
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oak on the mountain 4 but now tt és torn from 
the eauth——h ho shall supply the place of 
Connal? Flere was the~din o aims ; heve the quoans 
of the “dying. Bloody are the mart o) Fingal. ee. 
Connal! it was here thou didet fall Thine 
arm was like a storm ; thy sword a beam of the sky , 
thy height a vock on the plain ; thine eyes a furnace 
of fire. Louder than a stom was thy wolce, 
in the battles of thy stecl. Wariors fell by thy 
sor, as the thistle by the staff of a boy. Largo 
the might wy come On, “darkening tn his rage. Sis 
brows were gathered tnto wrath. S15 gid like 2G 
caves in arock. PDright rose their swords on each 
side ; loud was the clang of their stect. 

The raaghee of Ki Rinval was near: : CGrimora bright 
tn the armour o man ; ther yellow hair és ae 


behind, hex bom ts tn he hand. che followed the 
youth 
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youth to the war, Connal her much beled. che 
drem the string on Dargo | but ering she pierced her 
Connat. He falls like an oak on whi plain ; Like a 
rock from the shaggy hill. What shall she do ? 
hapolefs matd | He bleeds, her Connal dies! Ale 

the night long she cues, and all the “day, vs O 
~ Gnnal, my love and my frend | With gutef the 
sad mourned dies | Carth hev incloses the toveliest 
frate on the hilt. The grafs grows between the stones 
of their tomb ; dk often sit. in the mournful shale. 
The wind sighs through ihe grafs ‘ thelr memory 
gushes on my mind. Undisturbed you now alecfr 
together ; in the tomb of the motntain you aest. alone ! 
And soft be their rest, said Utha, fefolefs children 
of stueamy Lutha | TF will remember hem with tears, 
and my secret song shall vise ; when the winds of the 


north bends the proud groves of Tora. 


€arric-thurae 


She 
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Che PRAISE af CANTHOR. 


Fingal nas sad fer Cath. ion s he commanded his 
tards to mark the “day, Pen bier autumn 
returned: and often did they mark the ~C cay, and 
$1726 Y the heros frise. Who comes so Dnt from 
ocean $ zou, li he autumns shadony y cloud : ? Death 
ts ees in his hand! His eyes aire flames of 
fre i_-Wh 20 YOULS along Dark Lova's heath ? V ho 
but Curthon, king of swords 2 The people fell. / See 
how he strides, like the sullen ghost of Wowen — 
Dut there he lies, a goodly oak, which sudden ee: 
ewertuined | When shal thou 2t5e, BPaldutha's fy? 
When Carthon shalt thow arise ?—Who comes, $0 
dark from oceans voar , bike autumns shadony cloud 2” 
dick were the words of the bards Me the day of their 


MOULNLN g 
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MOUT RING : Ofsian often fotned their voice , and added 
Zo thetr song. Mey sou has been mournful fi z 
Carthon ‘ he fell in the “days of his youth > And 
tout, O Clefsammor ! where és thy “onelling in the 
nind? Fbus the youth forge his wound 2 Flies te 
on clouds with thee? J feet the sun, O Malvina, 
leave me to my rest. Perhaps they my come to mip 
Ducame ; S think J hear a feeble voice |—_ The beam 
of heaven delights to shine on the gue of Carthon : 
J feel it warm around. 

O thow that rollest above, round as the shield of 
voy fathers ! Whence ave thy beams, O sun | thy 
everlasting light ? thow comest fouh tn thy amfub 
beauty ; the stars hide themselves in the shy , the moon 
cold and pate, sinks tn the mesten wave. Dut 
thou thysel; movest atone ri nho can be a companion of 
thy course! The oaks of ihe mountains fall : the 


mountauns 
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mountains themselves “decay. mith Years ; the ocean 
shrinks and guos again : - the moon herself is lost tn 
heaven : ; but thow art for ever the same ; reyocng tn 
the brightnefs of th Hp CotbIse. When A 2 world is oark 
ovith cempests ; when the thunder rolls, and te lightning 
flies ; ; thou tookest in thy beauty y from the clouds, and 
laughest at the StOLML« BD ut to Ofsian ) thou LO lookest 
en vatn ; jor he beholds thy beams no move : whither 
thy yellow hair ts flown on the eastern clouds, or thot 
tremblest at ihe gues of the west. Dut thow ant 
poohaps like me, for & season, thy yews will have an 
end. Thow shalt sleep in thy clouds, cave fs of the 
wOLCe of the MOF niNG. Cuuls then, O Sun, tM the 
strength of thy youth / age is dark and untovely ; 

is like the eg ce Ve of the 2000 y when tt 


shines through bvoken clouds, and the mist ¢s on 


the fills. 
Caxthon. 


She 


Che CALE of the BAR D. 


Gurtoch tived at Lutbar of streams. In deeds of 
fame his hair grew white. Strangers knew the way 
to his hall: In the broad path there quew no mountain 

grafs No door had te to his gute. ‘Why he said 
, ould the wanderer see tt shut ?—Turloch was tall 
as the oak of his vale, On etther side, a fer branch 
lifted tts queen growing head. Two queen tues 
smiling in the shower, and looking thio rainbows on 
the Sun, were the 20 C hildren of Turlock. Heroes 
admired the beauty of Migul ; and virgins mith 
secret pleasure ' beheld the stefus of Miho. He ts 
stately, said the strange, ‘as the son of Turloch, 
and she ts fair, they said ‘as the maid at Lubar's 
volling Walters. 


G b Long 
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Long did the years of Turlock glide smocthly by. 
Their stepus were silent as the stream of his vale. 
Py smiled tn the face of the chief, bike the sum 
beams on the brow of his hill, when no cloud travels 
én the road of heaven. 

“ But ever varying, as the face of the sky, are 
the “days of man ufo his mountains. The storm 
and the calm roll there tn thetr COUPSE ; the light and 
the shade by turns ave there. 

Miguel one “day went foth to the chice. In 
her white hand was the bended tom ; and two guy 
“dags bounded, through ihe morning dem, tn her steps. 
Snift as mists that fy through heaven when the winds 
ae high, they puersied on hills the “deer. Mbigut 
“Ozem the string. SOr1 minged arts were unerung 
as Death. On the brown heath the sons of the 
mountatn, gasping ; felt. | 

The 


(.@ } 

Lhe huntreds sits on ter rock. Te, thividen te 
heard om the till. The clouds gather bike night. 
Die streams descending from the mountains are white P 
and Lubar rolls in foam. How shale thou crofs tt 
Zo thy home ; thow trembling matd 2 

Athos saw his sister approach. Sbe knew 
where two bending rocks almost met above the stream. 
An aged oak spreads tts avm aciofs : often had the 
tzembling hunters of other times crept along tis mofs tt 
the day of storm. Slere stood Atthos above the deep. 
‘ Give Mey Tey sister, thy hand. —Peh shake upon 
the bending branch: tt quakes ja cracks; it breaks : 
th falls ! 

« Turlock was kindling the jfite in tis tall. 
My daughter from the hill, he said, ts met. 

A cry strikes his edt, as he fans the fame. 
Sudden: starting, he ifswes juth Hee sees his two 

children 
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children shoot along the stream ; they ave dung fe) 
one aged branch. 

Abe cried; but his cries mere vain. Night, 
“decending on the vale was dark. Dhe rocks till 
morning hat his moan ; and Deer, anaking at the 
sound, leapt witdly from Eubar's banks —Day 
found him mandering there ; and night again overtook 
tim inthe same jolace. Dut his children at the dark 
stream he found not; and sad he returned to his 
empty Hotese. Long did it echo to his sighs ; and 
long Vid he wander at the “dark stzeam, when the 
children of the vale had retired to rest. 

The shield. of battle, at length, nas struck. 
Durloch heard, as he mept on Lubar's banks, the 
sound, He sailed mith his poeople to Talin ; but 
they landed, as they pea sed, in Titulmo.— There 
Zvo lovely beams met them on the vock ; tenders of 


the 
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the tom, wis bou nds before them the deemaroe, The 
eye of Gurlech darkened with guief as he beheld their 
beauty, in tha midst of the children of the tsle.— 
‘ Tayo such lovely beams mere you once tn m Yi sight, 
my children | Such WAS thy statelinefs, O Abfal 
and such th Y 4 beanty, O Migut | 

They fae the votce of their forthe, on the isle 
£0 which they ‘Y meve borne by the oak, on the ming O of 
STVEaAMS » They heard tt, and iran Za) his arms 
mith PY: hh face of the ay ged again Was bright ; 
and ladnef: Meare a) Lubin.’ 

a Thy childhen, O Mourno,” added the voice of 
age, “ are, like those of Turloch, only lost fo a 
season, JS. They ae only gone before thee on their own 
‘ stream to the book of the haprpry. Shere thou shi alt 
Soon be hold them lovely, i lifting oe young heads t tn the 
midst of heroes. A ready, ihete course ts tn the fate 
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ontsts ihat wander on the face o ihe moon ‘i when she 
dooks pale through clouds, and shines in the stream of 
Alva, Let, therefore, the quief of Lhran be forge, 
fer ihere he will fond his Loma, Let the tear of 
the ved eye of Murno be wiped df; for there he wile 
for d his children.’ 

The gutef of the mourners calmed by deguees. Van 
mas like a tree which though the storm ts laid, stile 
shakes tts maving head ; and the bosom of Murno stilt 
heaved above the sigh ; like waves which tofs themselves, 
at times, after the winds have retired, 


Finan and Lortias 


Lamentation 


(9 ) 


LAMERTACIJORN of MURRNo. 


fe Morning rose on the tsle of Coma, and the 
horn of my Son was heard, Tkree guy “dogs leaapr 
auottnd. him, and lift thelr ears mith joy, at the sound of 
his quiver. They tound tn thetr shi it through he the 
strat, and jpuursice the Javk brown deer of om 
With CVENLNS We see the é shi iff return. The Waves 
ante ow the “deep Dhe shill is seen at times on their 
white Zofis : but sudde aly sinking tt disappears. In 
vain we took for tt again ; ews concealed in the Jett, 
ov in night. | 

Moy soul trembled for my son—— Put old as I 
WAS, W hat could I o02—TI bade the yeas that 
weve past return; but the beard me - not.—The 


port 4 of their COUrSEe WHS Stent, and the volce of 
SO Murno 
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Nourno was feeble. My “daceghter too shricked, 
and shook my aged soul, as shakes the blast the “ory 
leaves of the desart.—‘ O my brother | my brother 
of love! inthe storm art thou lost? Ant thou lost 
my brother al 
“Dim appears a axk spot on the foamy top of a 
wave-— STs that the wandering ooze; or ts tt thou 
my brother? —H ie heard her voice ; and mith one 
joint note he veprlied. Sear and iz divide by 
turns her soul. Two of the gay “Jags had reached 
the shove, the third, in the foam of the maves was 
lost. The two heard the voice o Sinan ’ foit. They 
tound again into the surgy deep, They veturn mith 
Sinan on the third Mave ; but one breathes on ihe 
beach his last. 
Loma tore her trother to the rock. ‘ Here " 
. he. 


Tas, 


he fainily satd, £ Let me for a little, rest, for mip 
strength is fatled. 

She mrafet her robe about his breast, and made 
his pillow of the weeds that were driest. | 

Se sleops. The maid in silence bends over his 
face. She bids the maves be still, and the noisy 
path of their whales be Vistant. And Yistant be 
POUE rustling course, Ye minds of the mountaLn ; and 
Soft be OE gliding, ye StLEAML from the vale of 
hinds. Quiet throwgt the bosom of the woods, be 
the no6se of yoy tovzents ; and silent through rustling 
haves, be your steps, Ye ~dun-bounding voces. Let 
my brother of love sleep : for his eyes are heavy.— 
So t; Sinan, Gn the dark rock be thy sleefr, calm my 
brother of love te thy slumbers.. 

a But, ah me! his face ts pale ; w& t man, 
as the moon tn her gray mary oe ee 


ewe 2 countenance 
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countenance of my brother 13 unlovely. Serhaps he 


stile dreams of the troubled “deel ; for his brow és 
Dark. St ts clouded as the face of children in thetr 
unsettled rest, when their “dreams are of the coming of 
wolves. Mocthers of the tender soul, Se you then 
anitke your children from their slumbers ? Do You bid 
their sleep depart, and scatter, as mist on the ate, 
the fear of ihein dreams 2 ¢ 5, ow do awake them : 
but JT will not awake my brither of lve till the 
moLning come, for his stoength (s failed ; his slech ts 
heavy— Put the flies o nb he disturb thee, Finan. 
Hom shall J hee them andy 4 Thy face mith my 
onn J mill softly cover } but JT will not “désprel thy 
slumber. Ak Tey brother, thot aot cold — Shou 
hast no breath-—Thow art “dead! mp brother! O 
my brother —s 

Ser cries ascend on the wk. As J approach 
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they strike my bate The sea goows, and she frercetves 
te nt. che lads with ter cries the wind The 
anes on her white breast ts Lied ; the honting of the 
guay 00g ts mild. Moy soul melts on the shore 
ovith grief Often it bade me rush to the relief of 
my child. Dut the voice within me said, Murno, 
thou art old and ceble ; the days of thy cleaving the 
“ech ave over.’ f 4 f ‘ “ 

The gathering wave lifts my children from the . 
rock: tt tofses them on tts breast to the shore. There 
\ark rocks meet them with their force , and the side 
of Loma is tan. Her blood tinge the wave: her 
soul is on the same blast with Finan. 

Sad, O tay children, have soak loft Yor fother : 
the name of parent T nill hear no more. I stand on 
the heath, a blasted oak ; 20 more shale my branches 
flourish. Autumn is on the plain. The trees ave 


bare 


Gee 


bare on the brown heath. Their eaves with the 

spring shall return ; but no green lew mine shall 
lift in the the summer shower, its head. "Cn 2AaCe O 
Alva is failed, like the blue smoke of its halls, nhen 
the beam ‘a the oak ts “decayed. — veat ts the cause 
of Mburno's Yr roof ; foo one night hath seen him 
vithout a child. Thy tomb, O Finan ) 8 here, and 
he 2E2€ thi 1? guave ) O Lorma | — 

— She sout of the aged was sad. The burst of 
his guief still arose: me vemain silent ta our slace, 
like ghosts when the winds are calm ; like a SL2CAU f 
t6€, when tt alechs between tno banks of snow, and 
shews 0 the poate MooI tes ghittering beard. 

— But who comes , wandering, wild on the 
mountains, like the woe that hath last. his co mfianloie 
among the moody Se2EGMS » His yellow hatr Miusiedezs 
on the Daek ts cath of minds. Clnequat aze bis Stefes., 


o 


—— 
tify ’ 
f- TOILE BE 


( a 


SF reguent the burst of his quief : the sigh of his breast 
ts mournful. St is tthe the voice of a blast inn 
cave, when the WAVES, before tt, tofs themselves in a 
storm. St ts Uran the bender of the bow ; the love 
of thy youth, O Loma / Head come to Dunatva 
in the night of storms: but the halls were silent and 
ack. Twi blue stars bad used to shine there. Put 
m0 he saw them not j set were the eyes of Loma. 
Loma, where Dost thou rest 2 My love where 
are thy slumbers 2 Has the night seized thee tn the 
lonely chace ‘ has “darkneds hid thy steps tn the desavt ? 
Daughter of the bom, where dost thow vest ! O that 
ST knew thy place ; then should JT haste to find thee | 
Dose thole sleep at the foot of a gray vock i ¥9 thy bed of 
maf on the bank of streams ? Ak mel iff it tS, the 
breasts of my love will be wet: they will be met, and 
the n ight is cold.—Jt ts cold: but peaceful be thy 


2ESz 
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zest, Qwveller of the soul of Loan ; bet thy dreams of 
me te lvely — 

aoe Listurb her na, ye spirits of the night On 
your blasts ; vuole not her hair, ye winds , blow not 
anvay that smile on the lips of my love. —My love ts 
calm inthe midst of storms ; fo the thoughts of her 
soul in the season o vest, t5 Lbran.—Glide smoothly 
by kez, ye streams of the valley of TOES : ship gucietly 
ye oun sons of the mounlatn, through your bush. 
Cayles of the hill of hinds, het the rustling of your 
Wings tn the “desart, be distant. ee that ye 
6) 


Olstur noe the dreams of Ty love ; that ye amake wd 


the slumbers of Loma—Heepr on, O Lovma : lid 


} 
act the muy mur of ihe stream ) noe the rustling of the 


storm tn trees, affright thee. Heep On | with the 
morning Sal comovand-antke thee: Twill awake 
thee j but mig voice nill be SO, ZL. It will rise in the 


Car 


( ar y 
ea, like the hum of the mountain bee, when te 
travels on the wine of the breeze, at @ Or ae : 
The voice is test at times: the brown son of the ming 
es “drinking the “dew of 20ses where they gum on 
their secret banks —SHteep on, O Loma ; and if 
the slumber of night descends on the soul of Uran, 
vise thow in the oream of his rest, and let the took 
of thy eye be lovely. Se rested on the mofsy bank. 
Sleep halfedescended on his soul. The murmur of 
Alva in his ear was bf. The moon still looked 
through the windows of his rest j——be ‘ore him twice 
arose the sighing Loma. She mas like a white cloud 
before the mM00M y when her light is Dim, and her 
countenance sad. Cbran knew the ghost of tis love. 
Hee wandered, mottrnpud, wild on the heath. The 
wolce of Wourno reached his car: he prerceived two 
green mounds of earth Me dropped his tom. He 
J fall 
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yell. Put why should J tell the quef of Uran ? 
‘Silence was long on the hill. She bard of Morven, 
at length, took the harp. We leaned fornard our 
breasts upon its sound, and listened as he sung with 
the wotce of grief. : 


Finan and Lorm@s 
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FL4 horno, that risest midst ridgy seas | Why is 
thy head so gloomy in the oceans mist ? From thy 
wales came. forth a 2ce, fearlefs as thy strong-ninged 
eagles j the vice of Cal gorm of tron shields, Omellers 
of Lodas halt. 

Ti Tormuths resounding isle, arose SL urthany 
streamy hill. St bent tts moody head high over & 
silent vate. Dheve at foamy Cruruth 5 source ; melt 
| Rurmar, hunter of boars ! His daughter Mus foe as 
a sun-veam, white vosomed Stina dona. 

Many a hing of heroes, and hero of ison shields ; 
many a youth of heavy lacks came to Rurmai's echoing 


ball They came to woo the matd, the stately huntvefs 
7 . ) J 


Fe por 


Key 
of ovmutth wild ; but ie lokest carelefs of trom thy 
steps, high- soe: Strinas Sat o . 

; —jf on the heath she moved, her breast was 
mbiter than the down of Cana; if on the sea beat — 
shore, than the foam of the rolling ocean. Sez 
| eyes Mere tno stars of lig light. Fler face was heavens » 
bom in showers. Uo ark hair fe med round tt, 
like the streaming clouds, thou wert the ~emvelle of 
souls, white-tranded Strina- ona. | 

Colgorm came in his shi vip, and Corcul-Suran, 
hing of shells, The brothers came from T-Shorno, 
to moo the sun-beam of Tormuth wild. dhe saw 
them tn thetr echoing stecl. Her soul was fired on 
blie- eyed Colgorm. LU -lochiin s nightlh eye looked 

in, and saw the tofsing arms of Seige une 
—Wratiful the bvvhe nS frow med. Their 
flaming eyes, in silence met. rh turned andy. 
They 


Se, 


They struck their, shields. Chee gaa WeLE 
trembling on their swords. They nushed into the 
strife of heroes, por long haired Steina® dona, 
Corculsuran fell in blood. On his iste, raged 
the strength of his father. He turned Colgorm, 
from F-Shorno, to wander on all the winds, In 
Crathmo-craulos rocky field, te “Owelt by a foreign 
stream. Nor “darkened the hing alone, that beam of 
light WAS NEM, the “daseghter of echoing Toumuth y 
white-armed Strina~ dona. | ; 


Cathloda. 


Vinvela 
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DIRVELA ad’ SHILRIC. 


Dinuela. 

My love is ape hi Le. Soe frursies the flying 
deer: his guay “Cages are panting around him ; his 
bomsteing eh on the wind. Dost thow rest by 
the fount of the rock, O27 by the NOSE O the MOUNLAL 
we? She pudes deentliag to “whe mind, the 
gntst fies over the hill, T mill approach my love 
UNSEEN 5 a will beh old Kis UPL foom the rock. Lovely T- 
Sa hu first by the aged oak of B Dranno ; thow werd 
returning tall from the chs ; the fotvest among 


thy friends. 
Shilric. 
What wotce t5 thet J tear? that voice tike the | 


Summer 


p> 68.7) | 
SUMLnLEY mind | / iy sit not by 7 he Le nodding rushes ; 
hear not the fount of the Le zack. Afar Vinvela, of 


$i 7 LO the WALS of Fingat. Moy “dogs attend me 


go more. No move J tread the till No moe 
from on high T see-thee ; faer moving by the stream of 
the polain : bright as the bow of heaven ; as the moon 


on the westirn wave. 


Dinvela. 


Then thos art gone, O Shitric! J am alone on the 


hill | the “deer aAze Seen ON the brow ; votd of fear the 

jf tA 
graze alton Pe No move th: oy dread Ae wind ; 0 L016 
the rustling die The hunter ts for zemoved ; he ts 
in the fie td of graves. Strangers 5 SONS of ihe waves ! 
spre mip lovely Shilric ! 


ShHilirc, 


bs fall “a Must tn the pela, raise high ee guaue, 
Vinvela. 


\ 
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Vinvela. Grey stones and heaped up ea shall ) 
mark me to future times. When the hunter shale 

stt by the mound, and prrodiuce his food at noon, 
“ some maior rests here,” he nill say Y j and m 

fame shall live in his frraise, Remember me Vinvela, 
hen low on ear th S tie, 


Pinveia, 


cs! S mill remember thee ; alas! m oy Hibs 

| bell fol! | what shall “5 “Qo, my love | When thou 

_ tet for ever gone: 2 Though these tile F TF nill gy at 

noon: T will Via though the silent v4 cath, D here “_ 

will see the polace of thy Zest y zeturning from the 

chace. Alas! my Shilric will fall ; but FT will 
vemember Dhilric.— 

—And FI remember the ch. fief, said the king | 

of moody Moowen ; he consumed the tattle in his 


2a oa 
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zage. But mow my eyes behold tim nd. FT met 
him, one day, on the hill ; his cheek was pate ; his 
brow was dark The sigh WAS frequent in his 
breast: his Steps mere towards the desart. Put 
now he ts not tn the croud of my chief's, when the 
sound of my shields arise. Dells he tn the nanom 
house i the chief of high Cormora ? 

Cronnan, said Ulin of other times, vaise the 
sony of Shilric ‘ when he returned to his hills, and 
Vinvela was no move. He taned on ter gay 
mofsy stone ; he thought Vinvela twed. He saw 
hex few moving on the plain: but the bright fom | 
usted not: the sunbeam fied rom the field, and 
she mas seen No more. Hear the song of Shilric 
it ts soft but sad! 

F te by the mofsy fountain ; on the tof of the 
hill of winds. One tree ts rustling above me. 

a4 Dark 
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Dark waves roll over the heath. The lake ts teoubled 
below. The deer descend from the till—No 
hunter at a distance is seen. St ts mid-day, but all 
és stlent. ad are my thoughts alone. Didst 
thou but appear, O Mi lve, a wanderer on the 
heath | Thy hair floating on the nind behind thee: 
thy bosom heaving zo the sight 2 thine eyes full of ZEATS 
jf thy friends, whom the mist of the hill had 
concealed! Thee, FT would comfort my ove, and bring 
thee zo thy fathers house. 

Lut it is she that there Uupears, tke a team of 
light on the heath ! bright as the moon in autumn : 
as the sun in a summer stozm,  comest thot, O 
mid, over rocks, over mountains, to me 2 She 
speaks ; but how oewk her votce | hike the breeze tn 
the reeds of the lake. | 

: ‘ Returnest thou safe from the war? W heve are 

; ne ty 
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thy friends, my love? FT heard and mourned thee, 
Shilric | Yes, my fate, T return ; but TF alone of 
my vce. Thou shalt see them no more: Sheir 
quawes J raised on the plain. Dut why aut. thow 
Cn the desart hill? Why on the heath alone ee 
Alone a am, O Shilric | alone tn the minter 
house. With guef, fo thee J fe elt. Shilric, J am 
poate in the tomb. che fleets, she salts amay; as 
mist be fore the wind | And, wilt thou not stay, 
Vinvela ? Shay and behold mi tears! Lair thou 
af: ae Vinvela, fair thou mast, when alive | 
By the mofsy fountain T will sit; on the Zofe of 
the hile of winds. When mid-day is silent around, 
O talk with me, Vinvela! come on the light-ninged 
gate ! on the breeze of the desazt, come ! let me hear th, 
voice, as tholt fafsest, when mid-day ts silent around | 


Carric-thura. 


I % Death 
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DEATH of CULALTR. 


Graceful on the hills was Culalin } the maid of 
the tand of snow. Her dark hair rose on the mind 
bike the vaven's ming. The heaving of her white 
breast was as the donny bosom of the Iwan, when the 
soft waves meet tt tn gladnefs. The beauty of cach 
vingin vanished when the daughter of Sonner aap peared, 
Graceful was the mother of my Sons, and G gladnefs 
shone tn my hall when her soft voice yoined the th tarp. 

Guigan, the daughter of Ainer, had tasted op 
secret embrace before JT saw Culatin, and she turned 
the red eye of envy on the poride of women.  Dhe came 
to Culalin in the season of her solitude , and spoke the 
words of decett. 

Peasant are the smiles of the mid-day SitM, 
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Culatin ! cool the shade beneath the birchen botghs. 
The hunters are distant fer. The sea has borne her 
maves to other lands ghee loft our vocks to raise their 
dark heads before the kindly breeze. Come : daughter 
0 Jonner, and taste the sweets of noon, ; 

They wandered through the forest. A tall zock 
within the verge of oceans bed, affords a Gpateful 
shade. Heep shut. the eyes of Culalin. Guigan 
polet her long hair with thongs, and frxed them to 
the clifhy vock. Her hands of snow are bound: 
her feet are tied to a stone. The maid of the 
gloomy soul saw the coming of the flood. She 
rejotced in the blacknefs of her deeds, and fled. 

Ocean came nith all his tumbling Waves, Culatin, 
startled at the sound——W here art thot, my friend 4 
Save me, Guigan ; from the hostile flood — 

The rocks answered in july to her groans : sighs 


ifuwed 
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efswed rom each talow cave. Put soon thal! Vi 
cease to mourn for my y love, ye SONS the rock | 
Another wave pee she ties pocnaped beneath the 
SLEAM. The. retiring flood shall leave her as food 
for the ravenous children of the sea. 

Dhe strength of thy brothers alm, Guigan, thowgh 
he was mu best, mp dearest friend, was no shield to 
thee. Alas! the hero fell before my sword. He 
who saved my life in battle , ded by my hand. Thow 
also sleepest near him ; cruce mid, and thy ghost. 
often frowns on mein the season of dreams. 

But thou * Culalin, of the raven locks | pleasant 
art thou in thy lovelinefs > aS thou smitest on the couch 
of thy slumbers. No surly looks ave thine. No 
traveller shuns ths dwelling in the season of noon. 
Often didst thou raise thy shrill voice on thy rocks, and 
wan the mariner of the coming stom. Ae hears 


the 
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the wnerring sound, and retires within the prcace we 
bosom of the creck. In safety he views the conflict 
of the waves, and ble ‘L3es the frendly sound o of thy 
zocks, thou watcher of th the ni ightly storm | 

Thus have T slain my y polend, Morals ; ; ye MN Y sear 
2t5eS with sweccefs against the for. st be lovely rise but 
zo fall: the mighty gather strength but to sink. 

sites lent and gloom Sat the hi istening host. 
Sighs broke fork at the close of the tate of MOE. The 
ovest. ceased to mave its dark head: the short-limbed 
heath stood stilt. Clouds weve fixed in the face of 
heaven. No rocks contended with the blast. Race 
Mas proclaimed among the vegetable race ; for the 


wind ceased to travel. 


Morduth. 


Comat 
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COWAA and CGALBARP RZ: 


Comal was a son of Albin . the chief of an 
hundred hills | 7 his deer drank of a thousand streams. 
A. thousand rocks replied to the volce his dogs. 
His face mas the mildnefs of youth. His hand, 
the death of heroes. One was his love , and fate was 
she! the daughter of mighty Contech. Lhe appeared 
like a sun-beam among momen. ez dogs were 
taught to the chace. Her bowsteing sounded on the 
winds. Her soul was fixed on Comat. Often 
met thet eyes of how heidi cmionctie the chace 
WAS One. Happy were their words in secut. Dut 
Grumat loved the maid, the dark chief of gloomy 
Andven. Sle watched her lone steps on the heath ; 


the foe of unhappy Comat. : 
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—One day, tired of the chace, when the mist 
had concealed their friends, Comal and the daughter 
of Conloch met, tn the cave of Ronan. It was the 
wonted haunt of Comat. Dhe sides were hung mith 
his aums. A hundred shields of thongs eve there 
a hundred helms of sounding steel. Rest here ad he 
said my love, Galina: thou light of ihe cave of 
onan ! @ deer appears on MNoora's brow. J go; 
but T will soonveturn.” “ST fear,’ chesaidy © dawhe 
Grumat mip foc: he haunts the cave of Ronan! F 
will rest among the aM but soon return, my love |” 

; He ment to the deer of Moora. Lhe daveghter 
of Conloch would try his love. he cloathed her fatr 
sides with his armour : she strode from the cave of 
Ronan! he thought it was his foe. His breast 
beat high. His colour changed, and darknefs 
dimmed his eyes. He dew the bow. She arrow 

; We flew. 


(tae 3 


fle MD. Galbina fell in blood! te van with mildneds 
in his steps : he called the , daughter of Contech. No 
answer tn the lonely rock. W 4 heve Wt thot, O Typ 
love? he Saw, at length, hi ved heaving heart, beating 
around the arrow he them. “O Conloch's cleigheds 
ts it thow 2? he sunk upon her breast ! The hunters 
found the haprlefs frute ; he afterards walked the 
hill. But many and stlent mere his steps around the 
dark dwelli ing- of his lve. The flece of the ocean 
came. He fought, the strangers fled. He searched 
on death along the field. But who could slay the 
mighty Comal! he threw amay his dark-brown shield. 
An avrow found his manty breast. He slecps with 
his lwed Galbina, at the noise of the sounding surge | 
Their queen tombs are seen by the MATLNEL, when he 
bounds on the waves o of the north. — 


Fingal 


Fainasollis 
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“Oscar! FT was young like thee, when lovely 
Fainasollis came: that sun-beam : that. mild light of 
lve! The daughter of Caca's hing ! FT then returned 

rom Cones heath, and few were tn my train. A, 
white-satled boat appeared afar off ; we sam tt bike a 
mist, that vode on ocean's nind. Tt soon approached. 
We saw the fate. Hee white breast heaved with sighs. 
The wind was in her dark hair: her rosy cheek had 
deges, Daughter of aE calm T said, what 
sigh ts tn thy breast? Can J, ) young as T am defend 
thee, daseghter of the sea? Moy sword 5 nt 
unmatche i imnar, but dauntle ofs ts my heart. 

“Ty thee 7 5 with sighs she said, O prince 


of mighty men | To thee hate chief of the beh 
shells 


(70 y 


shells, Su fiporter of the feeble hand! The king of 
Craca's echoing isle onned me the sun-leam of his 
vace.  Cromalas halls have heard the sighs of love, 
for unhappy Fainasollis! Sora's chief beheld me 
fate ; he loved the daughter of Craca. His sword 
ts a beam o light upon the warviors side. Put 
dark is his brow ; and dempests are in his soul. IF 
shim him » On the roaung Sea ; but ora's chief 
frersues a 

« Rest thot,’ J Gaia, behind my shield ; rest 
in frente, thou beam of light | Dhe gloomy chief of 
dora will ty, if Fingal 's arm ts like his soul. In 
some tone cave T might conceal thee, daughter of the 
seal Put Fingal Never (ues; where the danger 
thieatens, o repotce in the storm Spoeais. * OT sam 
the tears upon her cheek, J futicd Caca's far. Non, 
like a dreadful mave afar, appeared ihe ship of 


stormy 
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stormy Boba. His masts high-bended over the 
Sell, behind their sheets of snow. White roll the 
maves on either side. The strength of ocean sounds. 
“ Come thot,” ws said, “ trom the our o ocean, thote 
vider of the storm! Purtake of the feast within 7p 
hall. St is the house of steangers. 

The maid stood trembling by my side. He duew 
the tow. the fell. “ Unerring ts thy hand,’ ed 
said, “but ceble was the foc!’ we ought, nor 
meak the strife of death! He sunk beneath my sword. 
We laid them in two tombs of stone ; the haplefs lovers 
of youth ! Suck have I been in my youth, O Oscar : 
be thou tike the age of Fingat. Never search thot 
for battle j nov shun tt when tt comes.— 


Fingal. 


Adavefs 
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ADVRESS to th BOOR. 


Deae hier off heaven ate art thot / the silence o 
why face ts joleasant ! thou comest orth ‘n hy lvelinefs, 
Dhe stars attend thy blue course in the east. Lhe 
clouds rejotce in thy prresence, O moon: they brighten 
thei. dark-bronn sides. Who ts tthe thee in heaven P 
light of the silent night ? the stars are ashamed in thy 
frresence. They turn aay thet sparkling eyes. 
W hither dost thow retire from thy COUT SE, when the 
davrknefs of thy countenance proms 2? hast thou the hall 
like Ofsian 2? dwellest thou in the shadow of gree 2 
have thy StStCUS fallen from heaven? ave they who 
vejoiced mith thee ae night, no mow? Yes! they 
are fallen, fatr light ! and thou dost often retire to 
MUTT. But thot, thyself shalt fatt, one night ; 

and 


Ee y 


and leave thy blue path in heaven. * The staws wits 
then lift their’ heads: they, who were ashamed in thy 
presence, mill rejotce. Thou at now cloathed with 
thy brightnef'. Look thou from thy gates in the sky, 
Burst the cloud, O mind, that the daughter of 
night may look forth ; that the shaggy MOUNtLAANS 
my brighten , ane the ocean voll its white waves 


Dar-thula. 


ANboina 


( wy 
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« ffoina jell in Palelutha, for ST have seen her 
ghost. J knew her as she pied through the dusky 
night, along the MU MUL of Lowa: she WAS like the 
men moon, seen through the gathered mist: when 
ihe shy pours donn tts flaky snow, and the woud ts 
silent and davk. 

“ Siaise ye bards, said the mighty Fingal, 
the prratse of untap pry Weoina. Call her ghost ~ 
with your $0ngs, fo our Hills ; that she may rest 
with ihe fate of MNbowen i the sun-beams of other 
days, the delights of heroes 0 old. a have Sten the 
walls of Balelutha, but they mere desolate. The 
fire had resounded in the halls: and the voice of the 
pregple is heard no mow. She stream of Clitha was 


Ze moved 


Pale 


semoved from tS ace, by the fell of the walls. The 
thistle ; shook there tts lonely head: the mof' whistled 
to the wind, the for looked out trom the windows, 
the rank grafs of the mall waved rund its head. 
Vesolate ts the dwelling of Nooina , silence t$ tn 
the house of her fothers. Raise the song of mourning, 
O bards, over the tand of SIAN GC. They have 
bit fallen before “5S: for one day we must fall. Why 
dost thow build the hati, SON of the winged days 2 
Show leokest from thy towers to day jp yee a fer Yeas 
and the blast of the desart comes ; t fowls in thi 
empty court, and whistles round thy habl-worn shield ! 
and lot the blast of the desart come: we shall be 
renowned tn or diy | the mark of my arm shall be 
in battle j my name in the SONG 0 bards. Raise 
the SOnY 5 send round the shell: vet ig be heard tn 
my hill 


Carthom, 


Nb Lamentation 
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LAMERNRTATJON of MIRGAL y, 


The Spowse of Dargo came tn tears: for Dango 
was no more! The heroes sigh ower Larthos Chief: 
and what shall sad Mingala do? The datk sout 
vanished like moming mst, before the hing of spears 
but the generous gloned in tis frresence like the 
morning Star. 

Who was the fairest and most lovely ? W ho but 
Collath’ s stately son? Who sat in the midst of the 
MUSE, but Dargo of the might deeds ? 

Thy hand touched the tiembling harp : thy worce 
WUS soft as summer winds. Ah me! what shall 
the heroes say 2 for Dargo fell before a boar. Pule 
is the lovely cheek é the took of which was firm tn. 


danger i 
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danger | mhy hast. thou foiled on our hills P thowe 
fairer than the beams of the sun ? 

Dhe daughter of Adonfrin was lovely in the eyes 
of the valiant ; she mas lovely in thelr eyes, but she 
chose to te the Sprouse of Dargo. 

But thow at atone , Mingala | the night ts 
coming with its clouds ; where ts the ted of thy 
refuose 2 where but in the tomb of Dargo ? 

W hy dost. thot lift the stone O bard! why dost 
thot shut the Narrow fotse 2 Mingalas ae ae heavy 
bard! she must sleefr with Dargo. 

Last night ST heard the sony of fof in Larthos 
lofty ball But silence dvells mound my bed.— 
Mbingala sles with Dargo.— 


Dargee 


A 2 Neath 
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DEATH of DAR-TIHPUEA 


Dar-thula stood in silent gute ! No tear ts in her 
eye; but her took ts mildly sad. Tele mas her cheek. 
Her trembling lifes broke show an half-formed word. 
Her dark hair flen on the wind. The gloomy 
Cairbar came a Unmhere ts thy lover now? The 
car-borne chief of Ctha : ? hast thou beheld the halls of 
VUsneth ? on the dark- brown hills 0 Fingal. 2 Mey 
battle would have roared on Morven : had not. the 
minds met Davr-thula. Fingal himself mould have 
been lon, and sorrow dwelling in Selma!” Her 
shield pele foom Dar-thula's arm. Hor breast of 
SOW appeared. Je appeared ; but it mas stained 
with blood. An anow was fixed in her side. he 
fell on sia ens lever like a wreath o of snow! Her 

hair 


( % ) 
hair spreads mildly on tis face. Their bhod és 


mung around | 

“ Daughter of Cilla! thow art low!” said 
Cairbar's hundred bards. “Silence is at the blue 
stzcams of Selma. Truthil’s race have failed. 
When wilt thow rise in thy beauty ; first of Crin's 
maids ? Thy steep ts long in the tomb. The 
morning distant far. The sun shall come to th 
bed and say, « awake Dar-thula! awake thou fost 
of women! The wind of spring ts abvoad | the flowers 
shake their heads on the geen hills. Lhe woods wave 
thetr qoomtng leaves.  Shetire, O sun, the daughter 
of Colla ts asleep. She will not come forth in het 
beauty. She will not move in the Steps of hex lvelinefs. 


(ra) 


The Laentation of FARGAL over GAUL. 


WV ho Can tell the eee of Morven’ s he evoes 2 
Ther bey come in silence, each trom his omn minding vale ; 
stonly moving, like the shadow of mist on the pe 
pushy plat un, when the wind ts scarce awake on the 
Hill. Hy hey see the bulwark of the battle lon j and 
their bursting tears, like the ooze of rocks , descend. 
Fingal leaned to the blasted pine, that was 
overturned at the head o f G ak Fits gray locks, 

as he bends, half hide Pd tears; but in his white 
beard they meet the whistling wind,— 

“ And ant thou fallen, at length he said: “art 
thou feller first of toy heroes ; Shall F hear thy 
voice no more in my halls, nor the sound ih: 


shield tn my battles? hall thy sword no move lighten 
the 


ay 


the davk poath of my danger ; nor thy Spear scatter 
whole hosts of my enembes 2? Shall thy dark shifr ride 
no move the storm ; mhile thy joyful zomers four before 
them the JONG - On the matry motntains ? hall the 
children of Mborven no more awake my soul from its 
thought as they coy, § behold the ship of Gaul L 
Shall the hanps of vingens and the voice of bards, na 
more be heard when thou art coming?—J see not 
the ved=stzeams of thy banners on the heath ; the 
tread of thy foot is not there ; nor the sound of , thy 
wenn! sing arrow. Lhe boundin 4g of th dogs tS n0¢ 
on the hill : they Mourn fully howl in the door of thy 
empty house. The decr Yas on the plain before 
them: but they meefy on ; they do not heed him ; for 
they see not Gaul returning —Mlas | SONS of the 
chace ' the day of his return ts past. His glad 
voice shall call yor no more, in the morning, to 


prisie 


( s ) 


prursice the stefes of zoes thro. vocky y mountans. — Herve 
forgetful of the chace, he zests ; nor Caw even the 
sound of Morven's shield, O Purl awake thee | 

i Strength of the marrlor, — what at thou? To 
day, rhow rollest the battle, a cloud of dust, before 
thee : and the dead stew thy path, as the mithered 
eaves mark the course of a ghost of night.—To 
morrom, the showt dream o ihy valour 1s over ; the 
tevzor of thousands ts vanished. The beetle , on bis 
dusky wing, hums the SONG of triumph z Over the Hl ‘ght Z wy ; j 
and unmolested offends him. es 

% W hy SON of the feeble, didst thou wish fa ihe 
strength of the chief of Strumon, when thow didst 
behold him brightening in the course of his stecl, as 
brightens a pillar of ice in the midst of sin-beams 2? 
didst thou not know that. the strength of the WATTLOL 
soon ails, as melts in the beam that ice which thou 


hast 
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bast been o1eming 2 Tes date ts short E like the bright 
cloud that glitters to the vay of the evening. The 
hunter secs it from his rock, as te. tics yuom home, 
and | admires the rainbow form of its beauty. But 
a few moments, on thetr eagle pentons, prefs, the sun 
shuts his eye of light ; the blast whirls that ney bis 
rustling course, and adavk mist is all that remains 


of the yey form —Je is ald O Gaul ! that non 


PEMALNS O thee.— Put thy memory chiet o Fin al s 


heroes, shall remain, no cloud of mist, that shall profs 
anay, on its own quay wing ts thy fame. 

Raise » ¥e bards his tomb : with that of the sun 
beam of his love , Cvirchoma.—This gray stone shall 
mark to the traveller the place of his zepose ; and that 
tall oak shall shade tt from the noon diy heat. 
Dhe prapsing breeze shall bid its boughs be eanly green ; 
and long juresewe their beauty. Sts leaves shall 

N shoot 
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shoot out thetz head, thiough the floner of the spring , 


while other trees are still bare » and the heath around - 
them blasted. The birds of summer, from thelr 
distant land, shall frost porch on Stoumon's oak ; 
from afar they shall, behold tts yreen- beaudy. Dhe’ 
ghost of | Gaul will hear, in his cloud, their SONG ; 
and the VILGLNS O the vace to come mill prvatse Cvirchoma. 
The memory of you two, while these monuments zeman, 
shall travel thio future yews together. ——Then when 
thot, O stone ; shalt coumble into dust ; and thou O 
tree, moutder with age andy ; when thot, mighty 
stream, shalt cease to run yan the mouniain-spring 
shall, no more supply thy COUrse 5 then your songs, 
O bards, in the dark flood of time shall be ost ; and 
the memory of yourselves, nith these you SUNG, tn tts 
vast cuvent ve swept away and forgot — 


Gaul, 


The 
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DEATH of VDERDWY DV. , 


Dermid fouls Like a tall fine on the heath, how 
quick the colour forsakes his i af mas red as 
the fruit that bends the mountain tree : but now ts 
goown pate as the nithered qrafs. A dak cloud 
shreads over his countenance, as thick mists that 
veil. the fee of the mintery SUN, when the evening 
comes before tts time.— 

“ Dhe shades of night gather on muy eyes. val feet 
the decay of my strength. The tide that flowed in 
my heart has ebbed Uvty. Behind tt T zeman, & 
cold unmovin 7 rach, Sea shade know it, Graina, 
and be sad; ah! the prain of death ts to part with 
my lwe.— Gut the shades of the night are gathering 
over my soul. Let Dermid slocfr ; his eyes aie heavy. 

N 2 W to 
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Who shall tell it to Graina 2— But she ts nigh. 
She teans beneath the shade of ate. che hears the 
MOANS of her tove ; they awake her slumbering soul. 
Hark! she pours her foint song on the calm breath 
of the breeze. See / her blood and hex tears wander 
on ter white breasts, like dak streams on the 
mountains of snom. , 

id My love ts fallen any place me in his bed of 
earth, at the foot of that zock, which lifts through 
aged toees tts wy head. The sheeted stream , with 
mibemLung gpief, shall throw tts waters over our tomb : 
but O! bet it not wet the dark-brown hair of my love. 
Dhe stream sill murmurs by ; some day tS course mip 
wash anay the mound. The hunter, as whistling he 
goes cavelefs by, mill perceive the bow of Dermid, and 
‘day, ‘This is Dermid's grave. Kis Spouse puerhaps 
mely be with tim. Near the tow she will wi 

ths 
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this arrow tn my breast ; and Say as she wipes her cyey 
( Hove mas Graina Laid beside her love. —Nousing 
they mLOvE silently along ; thetz thoughts are of the 
WMA2LOW house. They look on cach other, through 
glistening eyes. The fondest lovers, say they, 
‘ muuest prod at last. 

“ Dut stofe hunters of the mountain y and give the 
mighty his frratse. No mean hunter of a little vale 
WUS he, whom you have peafsed 50 carelefs by —His 

ame was goeat among the heroes of Morven : his avm 

mas stvong in their tattles: and why should J speak 
of WLS beauty ; shale. his comelinels remain with him 
in the tomb !—His breast mas as the down of the 
mountains, O72 the snow on the tree of the vate : nhen 
tt waves its head in the sun.—Red was the check, 
and blue the eye, of cs (ota J de the grafs of 
the rock, slow-bending in the breeze » were his brons i: 
and 


ae, 

and sweeter than the music of harps ) OD the songs of 
of the pooves, Mas thy wolce to LIrGiNs 5 O Dermid | 
Lut the music of thy volice ts ceased, and my Spurtts 
can no more be cheered. Lhe burden of my grief ts 
heavy: the SONGS 0 MNbowen's bards cannot remove tt. 

St mill ded listen to all the lurks the at soar tn the lonly 
vale, when the dens Y plains rejolce ‘n the MOI Ming 
SUN of Summer.—Pout mhat he ath Graina to do with 
the sin of the momning 5 Op what hath Dermid to do 
nith summer? when shall the sun rise in the tomb? 
nhen shall it be summer in the pave, or morning in the 
nariow house ? Never shall that MOFNENG shine ; that 
shall dispel our — O Dermid. 


Dirmid. 


dong 
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SO@enos of MA LDN A 


t\ Terms the votce o my love! seldom azt thou tn 


the dreams of Malvina! open 4 your airy halls, O 


fath LLYS of Doscar of sh shiete ts enfold thi é gates of YOUr 


clouds: the steprs of Noalvina are near. TJ have 
heard a voice tn m YY diucam. J feel the fluttering o f 
my soul. Uh didst thou come, O blast, from the 
dark-rolling face of the take ? thy rustling wing was 
‘tn the tree the dveam of MNbalvina fed. Put 
she beheld her love : when his robe of mt st flew on the 
wind. A sun-beam was on his shivts, they qplittered 
like the ¢ gold of th ‘hee stranger. St was the voice of my 
tove ! seldom comes he to 704 dreams |” 

“ But thou dvellest in the soul of Malvina, Son 


of mighty Cfin! My sph are, ithe oem ¢ 
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the east j my tears descend mith the drops of night, 
J was a tone tree , thy frresence, Oscaz, mith all 
mintp bzanches round Mey but thy death came tke a 
blast from the desait, and laid my oreen head tow. 
The spring returned with its shomers ; 0 leaf of mine 
avose! Lhe virgins Sam me silent in the hall ; ihe 
touched the harp of fopr The tear was on the check 
of Nbalvina: the virgins beheld me in my grief. 
W hy art thou sad, they said ; thot flost of the maids 
of Lutha 2 W as he lovely as the beam of the 
morning, and stately tn thy sight 2 


Cromge 


The 
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Llefsed, said Crimoina, be the chiof of Mowen, 
the frend of the fecble tn the day of their danger /_— 
Put what should Crimoina do in her tand ; mhere 
every rock and hill, every tree and murmuring brook, 
would awake tev slumbering somo? the youths whom 
T scomed, mhen they beheld WE y mould laugh, and say, 
where 1s now thy Armor ? mheve ts now the youth of 
thy love 2— 

We brought Crimoina mith us to own land. Ve 
gave her fa hand to Dargo. Dut still, at times, 
she was sad ; the secret. streams, as they pafsed, heard 
on thelr banks her sighs. —Crimoina ; thy day, indeed, 
was short. The stungs of the harp ave wet, while 
the bard repeats thy tale. 

O One 
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One day as we pursued the deer on ONbowen's | 
darkly heath, the shifes of Lochlin appeared on our 
Seas, nith all their white sails , and nodding masts. 
We thought it might be to demand Crimoina. “Tf 
will not fight » sad Connas of the little sout, “ule J 
first know if that stranger loves our vace. Let us 
frwrsie the boar , and dye the robe of Dargo with 
his blood. Then tet us carry the body of her 
husband home ; and see tow she will moumm for 
a) mal 

W heard tn an evil hour le advice of Connas: 
We pursued the foaming boar, and brought him 
low in the echoing woods. Two held tim in all 
his foam, while Connas fuevced him through with 
the pear,— 

Dargo lay down, and we sprinkled him over 
mith the blood: we bore him on our spears to 


Crimoina : 
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Cimoina ; and sung, as me ment along, the son: of 
death. Connas ran before us mith the skin of the 
boar. TF stew him ; he satd, ntth my steel ; but 
first his deadly tusk had juewced thy Dargo Sor the 
suc of the chief WAS broke, and the toose rock had 
failed below him. 

Cimoina heard the tale of the tomb. She saw 
fev Dargo brought tome as dead. Hilent and pute 
she stood, as the pillar of ice that hangs , the season 
of CO d, from the brow of HMana's zock. At length 
she took her havp , and touched it, soft, tn fratse of 
ter love. Dango mould rise ; but we forbad ‘till the 
song should cease ; for it was sweet as the voice of the 
nounded swan, when she sings anay her soul in 
death, and feels in her breast the fatal dart of the 
Aunter. Slex comfuantons lock, mournful, avound ; 
they afswage her pan with their Song, and bid the 

. O 2 ghosts 
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ghosts of swans convey her soul to the ary lake of 
the clouds. Sts jolace is above the mountains of 
Worven. 

“ Lend, Gene said, from our clouds, ye 
fathers of Dargo : bend and carry him to the place 
of your rest. And ye matds of Trenmor's ary 
land, frrepaive the bright robe of mst foo my lwe. 
O Dargo, why have J ted, why nas IJ beloved so 
mitch ! Our souls mere one; our hearts pa together, 
and how can SI survive when they aze now divided ? 
—/fe mere two flowers that qrew in the cleft of the 
rock; and our deny heads, amidst sun-beams, 
smiled. The flowers neve Lv0 ; but their root was 
one. The vtigins of Cona saw them, and turned 
anay thet fou Ae they are lonely they said, but 
ively! The deer, tn his Course, leaned over them ; 
and the roe forlore to cup them. Put the wild 


bin, 
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boar, velentlef's, came. Ste tore uf ihe one mith 
his deadly tusk. The other tends over it his 
drooping head ; and the beauty of both ; like the ary 
tevb before the Sun, 08 decayed. Ke Moy StL OW 
Mowen nom ts set, and the darkne [5 of death dwells 
azound me. Mey Sun shone, how bright ! te the 
morning ows beams it shed around me, tn all tts 
smiling beauty. But eer evening tt t§ set, to r5e 
no more: and leaves me tn one cold, eternal, night. 
Alas my Dargo | why aut thou so soon set? Why 
ts thy warm teat so soon grown cold, and thy 
tongue of music grown so mule |— Thy hand mhich 
- $0 lately shook the Spear in the battles front, there ties 
stiff and cold: and thy for, this morning the 
foremost in the feel chace, there tes dead as the 
earth it tod. Soom afar, oerseas, and hills, and 
dates, have J followed ‘wll this day my love | thy 

steps. 
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Stes. ae vain did my fath her took fo my vetwon ; 
in vain did m yp mother mourn m y absence.  Lheb 
: Dhe rocks often heard thets 
ory. But I kave been deaf, O my iy frarents, to 
your votce ; for my thous gh tS mere ie on Dargo. nae 
O that pie mould refueat On me his stroke | ! O that 
the wild boar had also toon Crimoina's breast |! Then 
should J mourn on ONborven no move, but iafery li, 
ge with wey love on his cloud / ee ie night J at slop z 
on the heath by thy stde ; ts theve not room this night, 
tn thy shi roud 2 Yes, beside thee J T mill lay Mme 
down ; ovith th: ey this night £00, T will sleep, mY 
love » my Darg = 

ee vant the fa fa tering of her voice: we heard 
the faint note dying on ter hand: we raised Dargo 
from his jpolace. Dut it mas too tate. CGimoina 
was no more. She harh dropped from her hand. 


cr 


eye mas often on the Sea; 
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Her soul ale breathed out in the JONG. Ws pee 
beside her argo. 

He raised her tomb , with Crimora, on the shove ; 
and hath prepared the gray Stones for Ais own tn the 
Same place. 

Since then , tntce ten summers have gladdened the 
plains ; and tmice ten minters have covered with snow 
the woods. In all that time, the man of quiet hath 
lived in his cave, alone ; and listens only to the song 
that is sad. Often T sing to him in the calm noon, 


when Cimoina bends down fon het fot mts. 


Darga, 


The 
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Che RUYIRS of SGBELWA 
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Anful is the silence of night. mE Sureads tts 
mantle over the vale. The hunter sleeps on the 
heath His guy dog stretches his neck over his knee. 
Tn his dreams he pursues the sons of the mountain, 
and mith + fo y hi Te half amakes. 

Heep on, and take th: ty west, light: bounding son 
of the chace ; Ofsian mill not Disturb thee. Heep 
On, ye Sons of toil « ; the stars ave but wenning their 
mid-way course, and Ofsian alone ts awake on the 
hills. TF be to wander alone, when all is dark and 
quiet. The gloom of nigh Lt accovds with ihe sadnefs 
of eg soul ; OL CAN the morning SUN, mith ald his 


beams ) ine £0 116. —= 
Spare thy beams then, O Sun’ / like the king of 
Mor ven, 
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Mowen F thow art too lavish of thy bounty. Dost 
thou not know ihy light, like his, may one day fail. 
Spare thy lamps which thou Kindlest, by thousands, 
tn thy blue hall above F when thou thysel zetizest to 
thy repose, below the dusky gates of the west. W hy 
should hy lights fait, and Lave thee in thy mournful 
halls : alone a his friends have done to Ofsian 2 Why 
mighty beam ; showldfi thou waste them on MNowen . 
when the heroes have ceased to behold them : when 
there ts no eye to admire thetr green=sparkling beauty ? 
Noowen, how have thy lights failed | like the 
beam of the oak in thy pataces, they have decayed, and 
thelr place is the dwelling of darknefs. Thy palaces 
themselves ; like those who rejoiced nithin them )» are 
fallen on the heath, and the thick shadow of death 
sapmounds them. “Tomada®s fallen : Tura is an 
heap ; and delna ts silent. The sound of thet 
oe shells 
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shells is lon g since past. The song of their bards , and - 
the voice of thetr harps ave wer A queen mound of 
earth, a mofs-clad stone lifting through it thew and 
there tts gy head, tS all that frresenves thet ML MOF Y 
The mariner beholds » 20 More, their tall heads rising 
through clouds, as hie bounds On the “deep ; nor the 

traveller as he comes from the desart. 
ary 4 rope fo tlma. TF stumble on a win ; 
without any fom is the heap. The teath and the 
rank poafs quow about tts stones j ened the lonely thistle 
shakes here, in the midnight breeze, its head, TF 
feet tt heavy with the drops of night. The ont HMutters 
around my guy hairs: she awakes the roe trom tis 
bed of mofi. He bounds lightly , without fear : for 
he sees tt 13 but the aged Ofsian. — Roe of Selma, 
thy” death is not tn the thought of the bard. - Show 
hast started from the bed where often slefit Fingat 
and 


( 7 ) 


and Oscaz, and “dost thou think Ofsian will stain tt 
with his spear 2 No ' roe of the bed of Fingal and 
Oscar, thy Neath 18 not in the thought of the bard.— 
oe only stretch my hand to the place where hung my 
fathers shield i; where tt hung, on high foom the roof 
of Felina. Dut the blue-bending shell of heaven, 
O. celma! is now thy only covering. T sech the 
broad shield amony the wins: my spear strikes 
against one of its broken bofies. It. is the bofs tit 
whick dvelt the voice of war! tts sound. ts stile 
pleasant co my ear » tt awakes the memory of the 
days that ave past ; as mhen the breath of minds 
kindles the decaying flame on the heath of hinds. 
# feel the heaving of mp Goyle > St gos like the 
smelling of a flood : but the burden of age proses tL 
back : vette, i thoughts of war | —Y dark-bromn 
years that are past, pe with your 
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clanging shields, and let the soul of the aged reste 
Ws hy should war dwell, any more, tn 7 thoughts, 
mhen a have forgot ZO lift the spear e Yes the sear 
of Temoa is now a staff; never more shall it strike 
the sounding shield. a tt does strike against & 
shield : let me feel tts shitke. hn like the ve wasting 
moon, half consumed with the rust of years.—Jt 
vas thy blue shield, O Gaul: |__Dhe shield of the 
com pranton of my Oscar ! — Put wh iy this melting yO of 
my soul 2 eeadlovs of my love : | thou hast received th 

fame. — JI will retire and give the mame of Gaul to 
the song. — Harp of Selma, where art thoe? and 
where art thow Moalvina? Thou shalt hear with 
hig of the comfuanton of thy Oscar. 


Gaul. 


Sorrows 
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SORROWS of CATHUTA 


a Long sata Cathula, sh may the sons of Fingat 
vepotce in thelr fathers fame. May they brighten tn 
its beams in the dark ages to come, and the bard say 
én his SONG, (He is of the wace o Fingal. —ut 
to no son of mine shall my renown descend, a bright 
beam to shine around him. Contoch » son of my ae 
that sad night, which tore thy mother and thyself at 
Once from my arms, rises mith all its stormy horrors 
tn my view, and wound afresh my soul. St rises 
before me tke the sea of Tnistore in that night of 
storms. The rocks hear the noise of tts waves, and 
they shake, with all their woods. Dhe Sprtved of the 
MOuUNtALN TOMAS along the fill of streams ; and the 
dweller of J nistove fears his trembling isle may sink. 

—Put 
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Dut grief stops the voice of Cathula. His sou ts 
a stream that melts, when tender thoughts are warm 
withine-—Let me hear the sad tale, O bard, from 
thee. St anakes my grief ; but J love tt. 

J tear the din of arms tn Jcrma. TJ hear, 
though tts woods, the echo of shields. TJ see the 
blaze of swords, gleaming to the moon. J see the 
spear of battle lifted. The we starts from his 
midnight rest, and Tuilethan fears the danger.— 
But why art thow a, raid, 208 0 the mountain 2? 
Ws hy tremblest thot, Syaro, cn thy halls ? Dora's 
hing 15 strong, but the nind of the noth ts anake. 
Upon its Cloudy meng Cathula comes i like a ved 
see 4 ghost of night, when hunters tremble on Stuca. 
The ranks of mar are broken before him, as the mail 
of the spider before the blast. She mighty ave scattered 
tn | his presences Sora with the clouds of night, 
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hath fled over the Sea. He hath disappeared as the 
path of his ship on the deepp.—Fyaro, hang uupr thy 
shield ; bring down thy hanpr . let the daughters of 
Seroma rejotce.— 

f hear the voice of Songs in Jcooma TJ hear the 
echo o harps in its halls. The sword of war és 
sheathed. The shield is hung on the peaceful wall, 
a dark orb, like the inner moon; and the Spreae of 
battle rests beside it. The we is glad on tis rth. 
The virgins of Turlethan look, mith £4) over their | 
window. She sun shines bright. No clouds ts 
on tts beams. Put the maids obsewe tt not z their 
eye tS on Cathula, moving in the light of his steel: 
they blefs that beam of brightnefi, from WHOSE 
furesence the davknefs of thetr danger retired. 
“6 Awake, our voice, they SHY, “amake our hutvps : 


let Our Song be Crnic:thurd's hing / J 
But 
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Put who comes forth to meet the chief 2 Ker 
steps ave on the dem of the MON Ung. The tea of 
fo hangs forward in her eyes, Like the tear of night 
on the bended goafs, when tt glitters in early Sun 
beams. Sler face of beauty ts half-concealed by 
the wandering of hev fair locks. Gut the mOLning 
beams took through them on the mitd- blushing of her 
cheek, as looks the sun on the budding 205e, when its 
colour guows in the drops of dew.—W ho can this be 
but F osgala ? the fatrest of the maids of Jcroma ? 
—Fyaro gives her to the chief who scattered the 
cloud of His foc —“ Cathula, mere ten daughters 
mine, chief of heroes, TF would SAY; be thine the 
choice.’ — 

Thvee years on their eagle: “MUNG, flew over the 
hills of Gurlethan. The hank danting on his prey 


moves not with a peace so silent ov sw ift. Cathula 


looks 


he ta,’ 


tooks tack. on their course, as the awakened hunter on 
the sprace he travelled over tn tis dream. Ho 
wonders how soon th vey abe past. St ts time 
to return to = Uisioters » 60 the stream y groves of 
Cazvic- thura,, — 

The sails of Cathule are raised. Hrosgal 
turns, ts gle ad and sorrowful. “ Adieu ; thou iste 
of se love ; j adtett, the LOU abode of my poe | My 

viends are on the shove : the ve 20CS look ‘or vad YOM 
their bushy ty rock. — Put mhy should the tears of 

rosgala flow 2 She goes a Carric-thura's chie Ke 
Contech, the young poled: ge of thel's love, is in their 
arms —Tmwo streaks of tight on a cloud ae his 
fer brows. Sis tittle helm above them ts of the 
don of anne. Lulled by the rocking of the WAVES y 
he sleops. In the dreams of his zest, he smiles.— 
He hears the buzz of mountain bees, and thinks he 
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és near their stove of smect. Gut tt is not the 
buzzing bee, thou dost hear, O Contech! tt ts the 
rising wind, whistling through the vatling shrouds. 
Lut still thy smile ts pleasant.—Tt hou tookest tthe 
the Homer o Lena, when the many coloured raintow 
adorns tt in the “day of the inconstant sun. Lhe 
hunter, as, hastening to the shelter of some ~dark 
bending rock, he strides along ‘ beholds it with a sigh ; 
ox he sees the stormy shower , riding tomards tt on the 
blast: the pullars that suppor it are hail—“ Plomer 
of Lena, thou art lovely, bud the tread of } the storm 
és near thee. — | 

The breast of rosgala heaves under the troken 
sigh, white as the foam of the Waves, nhen the 
stozm tiplifes tt, and Oarknefs dvells around. The 
bright drop is in her eyes j tt fos on the face of 
Contech. With the prepsing of her lip : she wipes tt 
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andy. Hee awakes and sees the storm. He 
wonders hat tt MEANS ; and shiinking, clings to the 
bosom of Srosgala. She, over him, spreads her 
skirt, as spreads the cagle of Lora her dark Wings, 
mide, over her 4 young, when thes Y shrink in their head 
from the hail, and hear the voice of stooms.— Fear 
n0t, child of my love,’ said RZ osgata j Cakge thy 
feather ts nigh us.—Nor be thou thyself afraid, 
said Cathula F J know the sea of S nistore. Often 


have J wde tts dech., mhen louder mas the roar of 


its waves. Rrosgata asks for Snistovre ; but tt ts 
distant. The sea hides it behind its hills of foam. 
Nbired with the noise of waves, wse, at times, the 
sighs of the De 

Now descends on the def ify Vack-shicted nig Ate 
Dh Te, th: under 15 tn her COULSE. Thi ve ily ah ts iphining 
bursts, Vark-red from her womb Spirits feel tts 
ay 2g flames, 
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flames. Their shrieks are heard in the mid-air. 
Ti fey zuch to quench thet halfburnt robes in the dec. 
The billows 20a, with all thet. whales—The 
moon hears the noise nithin her house clouds, and 
she ts afraid fo lift her head above the tile Lhe 
stars mrafe their heads inthe mantle of Lane's mist. 
At times, they look, toembling, thoough ithe window 
of thetr clouds " but, quick, draw back their manderin 
hait—They are like the hunter on the heath, who 
shoots out, at times, his head, but will not venture 
fe orth foom his booth till the storm ts over.—H unter 
of the voe of the mountain . thow art on the heath on 
shove ; O that R osgala MUS theve / 

Lut what voice did you hear that night, ye 
rocks of Toroma; mhen on the dech was she, to 
whose harfr yolb often echoed? Did you listen to the 
roar of raves at your fect, or to the thunder that 

rolled 
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volled in the blasted head of your prines ? Louder 
than either of these » vose tn your ear the cues 0 
Sulingorma. dhe ts witdly sad, for her daughter 
is on the deep with her child. he stands on the 
dark rock, cavelefs of the beating stom.  W kite 
billoms breaking on the distant deofr, deceive her oft foo 
sails.—Mother of R osgala , rele from the stoum 
of night ; thy daughter does not hear thy Cues. 

R eLir ing, she soon turns back to view once move 
the main. AL wandering bark, descending into the 
creck Mt DG half perceived. “Of! art thot safe 
ayy chitd |’ 

UW hat voice is that on the rock?” says the 
mariner; «¢ my metes take down yor satls.” 

The voice of for mixed mith fear ayatn ts tfr 
o hosgala ! art thon safe ee 

“St is the ory, Says the mortner, «€ of the fate 

ghost 
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ghost that swe saw “fron the decfr: behold td theve — 
Come, O ghost, on moon-beams 70 our dreams, when 
the night is calm , and the storm ts over |” 

JSulingoma hears his voice, and sad, retires. 
The rocks reply 0 the name of Trosgala. 

But RK osgala ts on the sea of Tnistore. The 
stragling vay of a distant oak travels there over the 
deep. Cathula beheld his love ; bike a fair virgin 
ghost in tts beam. In her arms he beheld his som. 
He looked like a star in the bosom of the tended 
moon, when her face és almost tid in quer, and the 
darknefs of ker countenance growing. — He beheld 
them: but he was sad, and his half-stifled sigh 
avose. The poafsing breeze bore tt to the ear of Srosgata. 
Why that sigh she said, my lve? the night on 
the “deepe ts dark, but the stoom nill soon be over. The 
moon mill come fotk in her stlent beauty ; her preps 
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on the mountain will be lavely. The stars will shew 
their blue=sparkling eyes in the clouds, and the 
winds will retire from the Se Oo SI nistore. Nor és 
Snistore far distant: ts not that the light of tts 
halls ?’ — 

Light of the soul of Cathula, the storm will soon 
be prust ; and the light of we nistore, amidst blue, 
calm Wives, Mise. Put what is ni tt, oz storm, 
ox distance of ST nistore ne CO Cathula , while he beholds 
the face of beauty, nith all thy calm of sotel Damar 
Let me behold the face of my love, O team! and 
FT nill blefs thee tho tho dost come from Sora's 
hall , though thou hast browght me $0 nigh his 
shelving rocks.” — 

Too nigh them art thott brought indeed, O 
— Cathula: ; on thelr edge thy thy. ski iff in two, ts divided, 
The chief climbs the ovzip we rosgata and tis 
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son are tn his ams. Gut no sheller, save from , 
cold sea:weeds, ts there. St is at times the 
habitation of seals. 

au The land, my love, ts nigh Mey strength, 
re Ee know, can reach tt. On its shore T may find 
SOMLE boat that shall DONDE ws yrom Sora's arath; 
before the light shall arise. Srest thou herve , rosgala. 
The stovme tS lower. The SCULS look Over the ed ye 0 
thelr broken clouds, and the moon lifts hex poate head, 
through the distant tree. They nill soon shew thee 
the path of my return. Si est here my love S osgala / 
—Y lights of heaven , shine on my love ; ye Spuiuts 
on their beams, dwell mith her on her rock. When 
yout Kear ter Say, f Cathula, what delays thy veturn 2 
tell hev yo behold the steps of my coming. 

Come thou mayest, satd Shosgala sae but ak! 
x fea the billows roar. ome blast may raise tt 

high ; 
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thigh j or some angry ghost mity again, embrotl tt 
in tts course. Gut thou shalt come » my love :— 
and yet Ps foar—The see may GFOW ; the shades 
my depant ; or ora amake eer thou dost come.— 
Lut no j my lwe shall soon return, Spirits of 
my fathers ! guard Cathula.,’ —He went ; he 
searched the shore: but no boat ts nigh Ke wins 
in search of tt far. The thought of his soul ts on 
the OOzif vock with rosgata. 

W hat shall that helplofs mourner do ? Her eye 
és towards the darkly shore i but no Cathula comes. 
The waves gow upon her vock. They gather about 
her fect. | Put, Contoch, thow aut. not wet ; thot 
art lifted high in her arms. 

OW hat detains thee, my lwe?——Plawe the 
Waves stopped thy course to the shore ; or have the 
boats of Sora teen distant far ? _—O that thow wert 

R ashore 
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ashore » mY C bite | Ses for thee that tvembles thus 
the soul of rosgala.” . 

She ties him on Cathulas shield. A withered 
¢ree comes, wandering on the waves, to her rock — 
On tts Zope she fixes Conlock. 

Shall FT amake thee, Contech ? No, thy crtes 
mould jfiterce my soul, like darts, Jaf thou mayest 
veach the shove : and Jora's hing may have pty. 
Or, thy [other perhaps mily find thee. ut ah! 
my child, thy father es pear is nd. On that cloud 
his grit watts foo mine,——Htay, Cathula ; thy 
love ts coming. 

A higher surge comes, whitetumbling, over the 
vock. In tts cold bosom tt folds Rrosgala. a Sarenet, 
O muy Conloch !” 

Too tate 5 Cathula comes in the boat of Tora. 


He looks foo the rock: but no rock, dark-rising 
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above the mave, 8 seen.—— The groming sea hath 
covered its ony Zope ! No Rosgala 5° M8 Conloch is 
here! O that the same wave had inclosed Cathula ! 
DT; hen, Srosqata ; would we smile in death : Contech 
mould we clasp tn our arms ; his tender frame 
should not be hurt by rocks—Shall Cathula te 
or die? 

The light, hhalf-mint with darknefs : breaks on 
Sora's hills. A small isle is near. A mabtery CAVE 
ts under tts rock ; and ower ts mouth there bends, 
in its own gray coat of mofs, an a. ed oak. St os 
here Cathula wats jor night. St comes mith all 
its stars.  osqala descends on the sout of her love. 
She comes 60 t-gliding on the face of the deep. — 
Her robe ts of the white mist that rises on Cona, 
when morning-lews are melting in the beams of the 
sun. Dut her trefses still ave wet: they drofu bike 
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the dew of roses on the bank of theto slom-rolling wiver. 
—the tells him of her fate ; she tells him how 
she laid Contech on his, shield. ' Gout let Cathula, 
she SOUYS ‘ awake, and fy safe to Inistore. 

He rose. In sitent quief over the waves he 
came. Put since ; he ts often sad. Sis tea tn 
the morning flow for GZ osgaler; and tis sighs in the 
evening are heard for Contoch. 


Cathulas 
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Curl came with his har) Sis sound was soft 
as the gliding of ghosts on the banks of Lora ; when 
the ey hide themselves in the white mist of noon ,, and 
their sound ts on the gale of the stream ——ONbove tn 
silence, stream of night, that we my listen to the 
song of the bard. 

“ Over Lora of streams there bends an cah— 
Below it, one lone thistle ti tg, between two stones , 
tts head. St sheds, in the papsing stream, tts drops 
of dew. Tivo ghosts are seen there at noon, when 
the sun ts on the plain , and silence reigns in Morven. 
One ts th, ty ghost, aged Ltrad ; thy ‘y hair wanders, 
a whiter mist, over two clouds A at form thy darkned 
Cyt, end whe 10 ts that tn ‘the cloud o of SHOW ty 

thee 
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thee? Who but that fair huntvof of the ve ihy 
daughter ?— 

“ The youths of Loa mere at the chace: they 
sere spreading the feast in the booth of the desart, 
Color saw them, and came to Lowa tn secret, Like 
the torrent that nushes, sudden, from the hill, when 
no shomer ts seen by the sunny vale.— Daughter 
of Ural, thou must yo mith Colgor. The thongs 
must confine thy father. Fe might strike the 
shield. The youths might hear tts sound in the 
desart ?— 

¢ Colgor, T le thee not. Leave me here nith 
my father. None is with tim. Fis eyes ae dark, 
and his quay haits are lonely. 

a Colgon would not hear. The daughter of 
Vbral must go with him ; but her steps on the heath 
are mowrnpicl dhe moves, sad, the the mist of 
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shoners, when the sun ts dim, ana the valley o, 
streams is silent. Aree bounds on the heath A he 
steals below them tomards a small steam. His 
brown sides, at times, ahpear thiowgh the queen, rank 
ferns—Calgor, give me that bow pa have learned 
to fulerce the decr.—A-¢e gave the bow. he dew 
the stung. Coligoo fel The returned zo Lora, 
and the soul of her father WAS glad. The evening 
of his life mas like the departure of the dum om the 
mouiiwtatn of sprung ; like the leaf of autumn, when 
tt dioprs in the stlent vale. The days of Moala, on 
the hills mere man oy 5 tn death she rested, tn peace, 
nith her fee ber,——Over E ora of SLZEAMUS there bends 
an oak. DLelow it are tno beds. One, Ural; 
thine F and thine , datghter of the bow i the other 
beside tt-— 
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As the rolling of ihe ee stone down the 

Hatt ght: ily brow of Mborevatg, when the affrightened 
locks stretch ev ery newe to shun the coming danger, 
and the torn heath ts zound the whiding of tts rapid 
fotrney ; FO boli, go strong, $0 terrible was the son 
of Feyglen , in the fields of death. The mighty 
SAW the coming of his strength, and ea sank bencath 
the weight of his sword. She feeble fed the danger 
they could not meet.  Albin's sons rejoiced in his 
deeds as thes y filled d his peep behind. 

Suck WAS the rolling of te Hts mu} ah, mhen the 
shield of Sranvit met the pont of # his spear. Stop 
—said the chief of Lochlin ; and tet the collected 


$¢zen gth 0 of thy Ait be tn the be dartin bg of ihy lance. 
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Sirong is the shield before thee; and mighty is the 
avm that Suepports the glittering wing of dieek | My 
sword trisemphs not in the fall of tittle men. TF 
MLOuUr L when feeble foes We before Me. But thy 
ame tS great, O warrior | Shy coming in battle ts 
like the comin g of a hundred streams »° when thet 
foaming fourney is down the shaggy trom of the 
thaughty rack. We howe both been venomned y but a 
gray stone mill lift its mofsy head on the hill before 
the storms of other yews. The hunter, as he prafsech, 
will cry, ‘Hove the mighty fought. 8 fa my sword 
becomes thine , send it, O warrior, to Savina. 
Her soft-rolling eye meets the using SUN On the 
plains of Fauron. The maid will frterce hex 
bosom with the prtnt, and our ghosts mile rejolce 0% 
the land of clouds. 
No steel from me shall puerce the breast of the 
ea lovely 
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lovely , said Dowran. Yield, warrior, and returie 
tn safety to Savina. Her mild eye will view thee 
mith fy , and blefs the hand that spared thee in 
battle. 

In vain hast thou shoke » SON of poude ! Persuastve 
smectnefs ts not thine.—Thy words ave feeble, bike 
the blast that holds a contest nith a stubborn rock. 
Did the points of jive hundred Spears meet mip shield. : 
did the strength of a hundred warriors raise each 
spear ; did the meteors of death {4 around me, as the 

fire of heave 2, mhen bursting clouds voll in horror 
ined the angry shy je would TF not yield. 

Tyo blue steels vose in wrath. Dowran stood 
alone, Many Sons of Lachlin came behind. A 
bloody scream Was $Cen. Swanvit stopped the unegua 
strife —The thoughts of the valiant darted on his 
soul. He cursed the comard's rear. 
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Domran fell not alone. On cither side they 
bleed. The spear is the pillar of his bloody stde. 
His shield rolls on earth. Terrible are the threatening 
looks of the hero. The foe viewed, and tumbled. 
Ghosts fled from the fallen around. Tenified, the 
mount the clouds that poops. We head the warriors 
sighs. Too tate we raised the spear. MN, any sank 
with the hero: the rest fled in haste. Jwvanvil scorned 
Our strength. 7 He sought the sword of Searlan.— 
Put what son of JONG Can velate the meeting of the 
¢V0 chiefs ! Rocks spoke the words of steel, The 
broken shield sank fom Swanvil, His spear shall 
vise no more.—TShe race of Lochlin fled. The 
blast is their shield, as they mount blue rolling WAVES. 

The aged Feyglen Uistened in the anguish of his 
soul to the tale of moe. Atear wanders down Kis 
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wrinkled heed EG clasps his hands tn quiet. 
A any gvoans come orih—Mournful are his mords. - 
A blast has withered the pe lains. Ai cloud has 
darkened the shy. — 4 meet the soul of the valiant. 

Never shall vy; é spews of my fathers vise tn battle ! 
JT shall vanish, tke a dim shadow that wanders 
bof Ove the rat ys of the moon. No son of mine shale 
raise the huge stone near my narrow dwelling. — 
by ny name shall cease to sound in the yeas that 
approach. oN, OY departure shall be as the blast that 
Les unheeded wer the mountains. A, sudden. beam 
of com fot vushes on my soul, Siulatin, image of 
her who was lovely | reach me thy white hand— 
Gath cr th by waving locks from the nind, Dey thy 
father's cheek with thy soft ringlets. AL tear from 
ths Ly blue en yes shall bathe mip memory ON the mountains. 
A plant may rlse fom thy side. The spear of 
Peyglen 
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Feyglen may yet vise in battl.——A ray of comfort 
rushes on the mretched. Forgot: ~ J shall nor be, 
soft team of 4 outh | 

The chief stretched fork his hand. Gut te 
stretched it to the wind——No white arm received tt: 
No soft voice was heard——A blast that withers 
vushed throwgh his newes. Sle trembled as a feeble 
imig before the th aughty storm.  Greeze after breeze 
saluted the moods ; ; but the way haired F. eyglen 
boctited ¢ in vain —Dhe soft voice of Sulalin is not 
mingled mith the wind. 

A black cloud és gathering in the east. W hy 
do the oaks bend their green h heads before it 2 Why 
do the rocks rear thetr clifty brows to meet tt id 
wrath ?-—A. hundred si ighs are heard, as tt flies tn 
surls speed over the mountains. The tears of heroes 
pour forth before it. The death of ihe lovely has 

darkened 
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darkened tts gloomy aspect. Dhe fold of the cloud 


is the wing of a tale of wee. 

Lathe thy dim eyes in tears, chief of the aged 
locks |The. who was bright ti thy hall, sleeps cold 
- tndeath. The ghost of the virgin rose on the forrest 
beam of the morning. The son of Scarlaw ts the 
partner of her flight to the land of clouds. Fiercing 
ae thy words, son o the mournful tale.—BDut the 
eyes of Shearvan have already shed all their tears: 
his feeble breast hath already froured four all tts 
sighs. The vocks of Ardven have heard it, and 
returned thetr guoans of, uty. — But thou travellest 
an thy mirth, O son of heaven ! regardlefs of my 
WOES, And long mayest thott vepotce in thy blue- 
| fields ; thot brightest tenant of the sky! The childven 
of an hundred glens look with the eye oO expectation 
for the coming forth of thy beauty F thowgh the 

darkened 
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darkened ef yes of Shearvan ref se to admit thy ¢ }4 beams. 
But SOME day, bike me, they will took in Vath. 

Stormy clouds will meifr thee in their dark folds, 
when the battles of many ghosts ae tn thy Ye land.—— 
Thou mill then, like Me, Weep ; but the mrathful 
winds will not regard thee. 

Lut wll on ) CH a U the steength of thy brightnefs, 
fairhateed traveller of the sky f Caney with thee 
all thy smiles to cheer the valiant who sle as in the 
iste of prcitte. The course of thy speed all day ts 
towards them. The angry storms terrify not. thee. 
FSullen clouds mus iy veil the Y beauty ; but ther y cannot 
of ifrose thee. Dhe couch of thy repose is with the 
ghosts of our fack hevs. There ) hou tay yest donn thy 
fate head to west ; and the jecble children of the 
wind sleeps among the golden locks of thy beauty. 

O Sulalin! when other ghosts are astee b, steal 

thot 


i a 


thot tin secret to the dreams of ihy forher. Pell me 
if Catrina kas fooget me tn: the season of my goey 
hairs ; she who had seen me tn the days of my strength. 
Put my strength ts fled, like a blast to the desart: 
my friends have vanished as the mist on Ardven. 
Heavy are mine eyes of age ! leave me to my rest, Ye 
tenants of the hil—Come, Julalin! to the dreams 
of nap» olaenbors 

Such was the words of the chief in the season of 
tis woe. The voice of his grief was heard no move: 
his sighs ceased to mingle with the wind. His tomb 
lifts its head high on Azdven. The traveller listens 
to his tale with streaming eyes ee he fel like the 
Last tree of the fovest, when 20 plant remains to tell, the 
place where it stood. 


Chief of Feyglens 
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Zhe DEATH of ©SCLAR. 


Wty ofrenest thou afresh the spring of a4 quiet, 
O son of Min , tngutring tow Oscar fell ? My 
eyes are blind with tears S but memory beams on my 
heart. Hom can J relate the mournful death of 
the head of the frcople ! Chief of ihe warriors, 
Oscar, my SON, shall J see thee no more. 

He fell as the moon tn @ storm ; a the sum 
from the midst o his course ; when clouds rise from 
the meste of the WAVES y when the blacknefs of the 
stoum tnmraps the vocks of Arannider. TF like an 
ancient oak on OMborven, JT moulder atone in mp 
fe ace. The blast hath lopped my branches amay 5 
and J tremble at the wings of the north Chief of 
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the warriors, Oscar, my son ! Shall T see thee 
no mow? 

Put, Son of Aihin, the hero ad noe harmlefs 
as the gaps of the jaeld f the blood of the mighty WAS 
on bs smord, and he travelled with “death through 
the vanks of thets frride. But Oscar, thot son 
of Caruth, thou hast fallen lv! No enemy felt 
by thy hand. Thy sear was stained with the blood 
of thy friend. ‘ 

Dermid and Oscav WAS ONE: they reaped the 
battle together. Dheir friendship was strong as 
their stecl ; and death walked between them to the 
field. They cme On the foe like two vocks falling 
from the tbzows of Ardven. Their swords were 
stained with the blood of the valiant: warvtors 
fainted at thei. names. TV ho was equal to Oscar 
but Dermid? and who to Dermid, but Oscar? 

They 
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They killed mighty Dargo in the field F Dargo 


who never fled in war,  Stis daughter was ~ulr as 
the morn . mill as the beam of night Her eyes 
bike Zyv0 stars tn a shower : her breath, the gute of 
gpring » her breasts, as the new-fatien SHOW floating 
on the moving heath. The warriors saw her, and 
loved ; their souls mere fined on the maid. Cach 
loved her as his fame : cach must jproftes her, or 
Nie. But her soul was fixed on Oscar ; the 
SOn of Caruth WAS the youth of hex love. She 
forgot the blood of her father ; and loved the hand 
that slew him. 

Son of Caruth, said Dermid, J love ; O Oscar, 
T lve this maid, Gbut her sout cleaveth unto thee; 
and nothing can teal Dermid. Here 4 fuerce this 
bosom Oscar j rebieve me, my frtend, nith thy 


gevorh.—— 
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My sword, son of Diaran, shall never be 
stained with the blood of Dermid. 

Whe 20 then ts worth ha 70 3 Me , O Cater Son of 
Canth : 2 Let not m yp ty ife ¢ pocafs S ANN Y unknow im. Let 
none but Oscar stag iy me. tend me nith honour to 
‘the quive, indletwip Death bovitenmalt 

Dermid, make use of th ty sword; son of Diavan, 
ield thy steel W ould that T fell with thee! that 
as d death Came Frou the hand 0 Dermid / 

They fought by the brook of the mountatn, ty 
the streams of ZLranno. Ptood singed the running 
water, and curdled wound the mo) sy stones. The 
stately Dermid f Ll. he fe elt, and. wali in death. 

And Male thou » son of: Diavan , fallest thou 
by Oscar's hand! Dermid who never yielded in 
We, thus do J see thee fall —He went, and 


returned 


a a 


returned to the maid of love ; he veturned, but she 
frerceived his rtf. 

WV hy that 4 gloom, son of Caruth 2? what “gh ades 
thy mighty soul ? 

Though once renowned for the bom iO. giaaia OF 
fave lost my fame—F ized on a tree by the brook of 
ihe hill, is the shield of the valiant Gormur, whom 
ST slew in battle. TF have wasted the day in vatn, 
nor cold m yarrow frverce tt. 

Let me ory, Son of Caruth, the shill of Dargo's 
daughter. Moy hands were tavtght 0 the bom ; my 
jeter delighted i ti Mi LY shill, 

She went. He stood behind the shield. ee 
arrow flew, and fuerced his breast. 

Blefsed be that hand of SHOW 5 and btefied that 
tow of yew | W ho but the daughter of Dargo, WAS 
svouthy ZO slay the Son , Caruth ; 2 Lay me tH = 

eari 
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earth, my fair one ; lay me by the side of Dermid. 

Oscar! the maid replied, SJ have the sout of the 
mighty Dango. Well pleased JT can meet death. . 
Ay soovow J can end.—The pierced her mhite 
bosom with the steel. She fel; she trembled ; and 
died,—— 

Ly the brook of the hill their graves are laid ; a 
birch’ wnequat shade covers their tomb. Often on 
thet» green earthen tombs the branch: Sons of the 
mountain feed, when mid-day ts all in flames, and 
silence over all the Hilts. 


Tenorde 
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qh CADE of CUENTA. 


Cold WAS the blast trom the regions of frost 1 and 
fatal proved the swaly offspring of the noth, /o the 
feeble veapers of the flomery field. Legions of 
ensects perished by the protsonous breath of the vecgning 
stoom. Lhe feathered songster stopped the warbling 
note at th. Le frowning aft Mog of the rude tnirvuder. 

The father 0 li At withdrew his circular poresence 
beyond the él. Loom till. Sechle mere his oblig ue 
rays, which, half tnte reepted, “dimly shone oez ‘he 
copes of the mountains. The congealer of the liquid 
stream, who an Oey zevlres beyond the novthern 
OCeL fun ther th LiL the cleavers 0 the WALES Can 
t2ace hi LS raped fey ght, returned from his SULMmMLEL 


eapedition, He HOW began to usurp his tyrannical 


veld 
vA 
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Dee ait , the absence of the sive of | brightnes, Whose 
prresence he would have shunned with a speed equal 
to his nto flies rom impendin 4 destruction. Nature 
wembles at the ap proach of the cruel spoiler ; and 
ihe — AMONG her SOMS fall ercttms to the veststle]s ifs 
of: afore SOL. He locks ttfo the stream from the shag YY 
fenants of the forest ; and the finn Vi inhabitants . of 
the e flood dwell in dar knefs, while in vain ity search 
fo the intercepted day. | 
Such was the season, and dismal mwas the visage 
0 the mountains, when Liachan Pri oe six sons to 
the cave of Creyla. The frozen offspring of the 
oky had closed ufo the wnfoeguented entrance: but an 
émpendin 4g cliff, which projected from the mother 
rock, contended mith the pafsing blast; and the 
oe noise pointed out the door of the cave to 
the ney leader of ihe youth ful band. 
Thrice 
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hice did Liackan blefs the lonely cavern as he 
entered, and thrice did the funty pillars of the rock, 
mith their echoing wolces, veturn the foiendly salutation 
through the hollow centile. The well-known CAVE 
recalled to the remembrance of the sage the companions 
of his youth, when he retired from danger to this 
gloomy cee. AD deep sigh ifsued from Lis aged 
bosom, when his mind rolled back on the deeds of 
other yeas. ote deopt the tear of affection to the 
memory of his departed friends, 
Draw hither, mip SONS, and listen with the ears | 
of altention to the wnfeigned words of Liachan. 
Learn from them to avoid the follies of youth . oo 
shall the tears of age never bedew your “wrinkled 
cheeks, — 
Dhe arm of my father Fomduth was the shield of 
my feeble yours. In safety T rose tehind it, like 
VU 


: the 
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the tender shrub that rears tts soft head near the 
stately oak. The be blast on either stde frowns tH 
vain: the strength of many years meets tt The 
course of its fuis (ght ts backwards, and the sound o 
tis math ts heard on distant Mea So fled the 
foes of S nver from the sword of Tomduth. 

As Drombia in her hollow bed gathers hex liguid 
strength from the fertile NELES of a thousand crystal 
vills . extending thet minding ams round the heathy 
mMountatns ; 40 gathered the evening, the flocks of 
Tomduth to the plains of Clian. 

The meeting of warviows was inthe hall of Tnver. 
BPenvel struck the harp to the fame of departed 
heroes, and implanted the image of valour in the 
rising generation. Hospitati ay stood at the outer 


gute , and with the finger of invitation waved to the 


traveller as he pafsed on his way. The chief stood 
unequalled 


(ur) 


unequalled in wisdom and valour. The venerable 
vaised his voice to jrroclaim it. Dut where is the 
strength of the chief ? W 4 here the music of the bard ? 
—Fomduth ties unactive in the tomb of Kilnor. 
Crernal mutencfs reigns on the quivering tongtte of 
Benvel The father of the song shall no more be 
heard at the feast of Batiden, 

She chief retired not like a musty cloud before the 
face of the blast. He foresaw his fol ; and his 
son recetved the words of instruction. 

Liachkan ,» Jam old.—The meteors of death have 
warned me to depart. og go to visit. the ghosts of 
our fethers. Come tothe rocks of Creyla: recewe ant 
afiylum sacred to the chief of S nver. 

Dhe warrior was bright in the armour o his 
fathers : but the liguid SONS of sorrow rushed to mip 
eyes, and concealed him from my eager elem. My 


TA g throat 
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throat denied a prafsage to the thoughts of my breast : 
they were big , and could only find thet fuafsage by | 
halves. Words , last were formed from the 
broken accents—We pufsed through the glens of 
Clian——Lhe wind of the north came rushing oer the 
teath, and vattled on the ALMOuL of Tomduth as tt 
poafsed : the armour of Somduth regarded tt not; and 
we veached the Cave of Creyla, as if quictnefs had 
been the wtler of the night, 

Fomduth was tall: he leaned itfuon his half 
erected spear as he entered. The spear saluted the 
threshold. Fire feed the daughter of the rock, at. the 
embrace of the steel, The funy sisters of the cave 
echoed a chorus to the sound, to welcome the chief, the 
only wrsttor of the lonely cell, 

| Shis cewe , said Tomduth, is hitherto unknown 
to the sons of the heath Let it jeraedt the fecble of 


( 9 ) 
whe oy 2ace, if hy foes shall wrge the contest ; bit seeks 


not thy own safe ety ‘n concealment. Fly not tn the [ace 
of danger ; ; nor tremble when the meteors of death are 
around thee. De not the first to daw , nor the 
rst. to sheath the sword, Avoid not the combat mith 
the might ; but shun We ignoble contest. Let thy 
face be to the strong, and thy back to the fecble jee. 

Nake not the daughter f Dungeal the mother of 
thy sons.  Lotson not the offspring of th; iy loins by 
mingling tn thetr composition the ptce of a baneful 
plant. Let the milks Y food of their infant days ba 
derived from & prere fountain: SO shall they be 
defended from the meeds which covvtept the te cat, 

The mouds of enstuucttom were ended ; and the 
daughters of the rock ceased to enforce h forecepts of 
the abauh mutenc}s was tn the cave; and nought was 

heard 
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heard but the voice of night 5 which in hoarse accents 
saluted the wocks as tt pafsed. 

The tomb of the chief vose on Sitmore 4 BLenvil s 
song of moe was heard round the ourd. ~The tear 
of beaut y bedewed the cheek of the Bis waz2ors 7 
shook ike de pected th heads as thes y met. Rocks joined 
ti pity the sound of grief cach breeze was the 
s Cac eed on a tale of Woe, 

Htormak was the stately SON of Dungeat, He 
bed the marriors of his father to battle. The anow 
of zandom fled not from his tow. che continued her 

pourne y to the distant mark ; and fetal proved her 
arvival to the breast o the fo 

Fulgorma was the seat f a thousand beautivs. 
Meany heroes mooed the mod ; bet the thoughts of 
ter dreams were of Liachan, hough wo regarded not 
the kindly glances of her blue eyes. So took the 


NLS hing 
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wtshtn g eyes of the bentldered traveller in search of 
the intercepted beams, when the loaded sky leans her 
burden of mist on the hills of MNinaig. Dut the 
wngrate ul tenant of the enlighted vale, vUEMS, with 
eyes of indifference : the bountiful favours of the. 
Father of Light — ‘ | 

The feast of BLalden was spread at Dungeal. 
Bards sing the tales of love-——T forgot the words 
of Instruction, and opened my eyes to the beauties of 
Suclgorma. T troked tn kindnefs on the moatd, and 
saw her clothed in lvelinefs. Ouxz meetings WCTE 
often in secret, and we thought of cach other tn the 
season of dreams. 

Benvel saw my love fo Sulgorma, and the 
friendly vesentment of his breast. awaked. Son 
o Tomduth, said the bard, departed is the fame of 
thy house! She words of instruction thou hast 

regarded | 
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regarded as the blast that flies over the mountains. 
cP a of the vace of bards, boing my harp, 
and poli ace my partner of danger by my side. SF 
will wander to other lands. Too long hath my song 
been heard at Snver. 

Son of the days of old, said J, meighty aze thy 
words, Feeble ts the breath of unrpened Years ; and 
freitlefs ave her efforts when avogantly she endeavottrs 
to ofrfrose the offopring of thy mouth. Thy tongue 
has given birth to fucvcing words ; but Liachan stands 
vefiroved by the frowns of friendship. W ere the 
beauties of Julgorma as the sun of heaven tn the 
infancy of day, never should she shine tn the hall 
of. Jnwvez. 

Wealatin of the graceful eye, the beautiful 
daughter of the chief of Cwin, mourned the fal 
of her father The emblem é ret Sat On her cheek. 

I li feed 
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ae blofied the maid of moe, and brought her to the 
hall o of my fi fathers. ————Hormal heard the secret 
sigh of Fulyorma, and raised his threatening spear. 
any mere his warrios, and meig hty was his smord 
tn the as ‘y of Death. oi gathered the strene, gth of 
Snver to ofipose him ; but feeble proved my arm tit 
every contest ; fo my spear mas raised against ai 
injured 00.————Many were the years of Our strife Ff 
and Tawa the death of Olt MartoLs. When the force 
of Tnver failed, F brought WNealalin to the cave of 
Creyla. Dhe safety of a Sons WAS hex care. x 
slew the decv of the desart, and carried them to our 
feast ——But blefsed be the soul of her who feasts 
#0 more th Mm y Cave |W hen the daughter of Crvin 
retired to the tand o gh ost, F canied my sons to the 
tomer of the moody Dah and Gil dea wiped the tear of 
grte of from mine € ye j by the stde of the friendly gtreanr. 


ave of Creylas 
ce Ron RA? 
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KRORPNAPM and SULMIR x: 


Rhonnan hears the song of battle, and the JY of 
his countenance returns. Sle strikes his shield. 
His heroes are vound him, a thick cloud, the gathering 
of the cemfrest on Dura. 

As the sprit of night MOVES , mith the collected 
blast of heaven in tis Course, when he frrepeares to 
frown his fore on the groves of Ardven ; when oaks 
hear its sound at a distance, and, trembling on tts 
approach, already shake their teaves:——co wished 
Ronnan to the tattle at the head of FCerwes.—Nor 
lefs terrible is the course of Lava The sound of 
his preople is like thunder in clouds, when Lana's 

elds are dismal. Al thousand helmets, nod on high 
like a guove in flames is the blaze of Speais. 
Lut 
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Lut who shall tell the rage of battle ?—Thou 
hast seen two black rocks rolling from Opposite hills to 
meet in the valiies below ; 4 cloud of smoke rises 
behind, and follows the tract of each: such mas the 
terrible onset of the people. Swords clash, and 
shields resound: heads and helmets fall : the dead 
ave mixed with the dying: blood runs in a thousand 
streams ; and the spluts o allen heroes ascend on 
thete atry smoke. dee! to the edge of every clowd 
they cling, as clings the bur to the eagles wing, wher 
she leaves the valley of dun-roes, and flies to 
MNoma's cloudy tof. 

Dut what eagles are these two, that still contend 
ovith rustling mings on the heath? No goay bird, na 
ved crested cock, is the prey fa which they strive, as 
from side to stde they bound, and pour death in 
slLeams from their stecl——fee! one stoops on his 


a uo. knee 
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knee.  Slis shield set fifrorts the hatf-falten chief, as 
the vock setfoports the frine ‘ which the storm has half 
overturned on Dunora. field thy spear, said 
Ronnan j restore my beloved Sulmina. TF seek nat 
the death of my foes, when they he before me on eaith. 

teld JT must, Lava replied, for my blood is shed 
the stream of my life hath foiled. —Sulmina must be 
thine.  Dekind that rock in her cave she rests.— 
She looks down from tts door on a blue stream , where 
waves an aspen toee.——Julmina must be thine, but 
hot her vatse my tomb, for she was the love of Lava the 
unhapipry. He ceased. He sunk on his shield ; 
and. his people fled. ZRonnan bid ws spare them tn 
their flight, as swift, he ascended the rock to find the 
place of his lve.——The blue stream he finds ; and 
the cave on tts moody bank. But no Sulnina ts 
there. Lhe lone wind sounds in the empty womb of 


thé 
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the rock. The withered leaf win ders there, on tts 
rustling wing 5 and no tract ts found, but that of 
the lonely fow. OW here art thot, O dulmina : 
my love ! dost thou hide thyself from R OnNAN ome 
Come, Sulmina, from thy secret jolace j Come, my 
love. tt ts thy Ronnan calls thee |’ 

Dut thou callest in vain son o gyre ; 20 on6 
replies Zo thy wotce y sae the rook and the ecchoin 
stecam. Ad length, the howling of his dog ts 
heard tn the feeld of fallen heroes.  LShither te 
turns. Shere he finds JSulmina. che had rushed 
to the battle to aid her Ronnan. Put death on 
the froint of a wandering awvow, came; tts barbed 
head is in her breast of snow. The sparkling light 
of hex eyes is become dim ; the rose of her cheek ts 
faded ——Shonnan pale as her own half boeathlefs 
corse, falls on her neck, as drops the wy when tts oak 

. ; hath 
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hath failed. Sulmina thalf-opens her heavy eyes. 
The peaceful shade of death closes them again, nell 
pleased to see her Ronnan.——Long we bended 
our heads in silent grief, and shed our tears around 
dulmina. A length the slow steps of Runma 
came. He spoke the words of the aged.—— Will 
sortom recill the dead 2 will the cries of the loing 
“Dispel their heavy stumbers 2 No ; they still sleep On, 
careles of the cLy of the mourner.— Pit they are 
only gone a bitle before us to the land of their rest. 
A few MLOre fleeting days, on thetr sni tegliding 
stocam shall paps , and our steps shall be in ait with 
our friends. Do you not already see the clout/= 
skisted robe furepared for Linma. Nor shall 
FZoonnan be long behind. The stream of grief mashes 
the bank on nhich his beauty JUN. The young tue 
that lifts there tts guen head, already half-bends over tt 


tv 
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tn tts fale. Let, then, our deeds of fame be marty, 
while we can ; and Lt not our. minged “days be 
wasted tn mourning —Grief is a calm duam, O 
Ronnan! the Stefis 0 tts course are silent. Dut 
it undermines in secret the beauteows flomer that grows 
on tts green bank, drooping tt hangs tts withered 
head ; a fous while its leaf és but tender. 
Ronnan arose F but still he was sad. Fe gave 
the halls of Lava Zo R unma and the SOW of Lamor i 
Fexmor and the scout of night he loft Zo defend 
them. We brought FSulmina over the wave in 
Ronnan's ship ;. and here we raised amidst sighs 


her gray stone. Here 200 2ests the youthful Sonnan 


mhose arm mas once so stron 4 j whose form mas cnce 
50 for | His “days were sad and jew, on the hill : 
he did not long survive his beloved. Under that 
mofs-clad stone he mas laid, where grows the 

rustling 
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) rustling qrafs. He vests beside his Sulmina. One 
fone thistle bends between their two gray Hones, TES 
#ead, and sheds on either side its aged beard—— 
Often when TF sit here to the glimmering light of the 
moon J see the faint forms of the two on tts 
matry beams. T take my harp » and sing thelr 
praise ; glad they depart on the mings of mind. 

Dhow sittest by thine own blue stream » Son Arar, 
WV hy SO silent, dost thou not know the SOnS of fume 


. 


are avound thee. 


Cathlava. 
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Cea-dona. 


Dost tho net remember, MNalvina > the beauty 
of the sranger, when the brightnefs of the “ay arose, 
and the sun shone on the heathy hill ? Yer, for thot 
didst attend her, On thy steed to Ardven, and then 
pocrsued the chace with the king. St mas then ne 
beheld the beauty of Civa-dona, when thott didst 
velire, like the moor, hobenae thy MOURTALNS. che 
shone, Like a bight star over the broken edge of @ 
cloud ; but who could admtre that sa?, when the 

wll, un-clouded moon Witte seen 2 — Yet the star 
of ormluba was fair,—W ite were the voms within 
her hips ; and like the down of the mountain, under 
her new robe ) Was her shim Crcle on cizcte formed 
hex fairest neck. Like hills beneath thets soft-snony 


a 
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fleeces, rose her tno breasts of love. The melody 
of music mas tn her voice. The vse beside her life 
mas not red: nor white beside her hand, the foam of 
streams. ——ONbaid of Gormluba ; who can describe 
thy beauty ! Thy eye brows mild and nairow, were 
of a darkish hue ; thy cheeks were like the red bevy 
of the mountain ash. Around them were scatteed 
the blofsoming flowers on the bough of the spring.— 
The yellow hair of Civa-dona » wus like the gilded lope 
of a mountain, nhen golden clouds look down upon ws 
queen head, after the sun has revived ——Her eyes 
were bright as sun-teams, and alto ether frerfect was 


the fom of the [0-—Haroes beheld and blefsed her. 
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COLGUL an CALMOR x. 


cton of the MOV RING, the si tefs of thy wSIND art 
hovely ; the f; ting of thy yellow hair above the 
eastern mountain. Sh ve hills smile whe ven they be fold 
thee ; and the glittering vates, with all their blue 
treams, are glad. The toes lift their Yreen-Gioming 
heads through the shower Zo meet thee ; and att the 
bards of the grove salute , mith thelr MOK NING =$0 19, 
thy comin; re But obither Does the night KG py ON (ts 
dark-ca yf weinrg, when tt sees th: by fice; and wheve 
ts the fi polace of “dacknefs ? a do the Stars vetiré 
from thy presence, and where ts the cave tn whict 
the hide their trembling beauty 2 Into what desart 
Dost thow chace them , when thow climbest the 
mountains of heaven ; and fuwosuest them like a 


Y 2 mighty 


( 


mighty hunter, through the blue fields of the shy ?7— 
Son oe heaven, the steps 0 thy Course ave lovely, 
when thou travellest above, in thy brightne Sy and 
scatterest from thy ace the worms. Dhe departure 
of thy yellow hate ts lovely, when thou sinkest in the 
western wave; and lovely is the hope of thy coming. 
Tn the mists of night thou never losest thy course $ 
and cemfprests in the troubled def, tn vatn oppose thee. 
At the call of the mor neng thou av always reali, 
and the light af thy return ts joleasant ; wes pleasant, 
but J see tt not : for thow dost not dispet the night 
from the eye of ihe bard. 

As the rolling of rocks foom the top of hills ; a the 
NOISE of naves when the tempest ts high j Or as groves 
when thelr dvy hai 63 seized by flames throwgh night. 
Such WAS the Lervor of the path : of Teathal. —Coligul 


and he weretno mountain streams tn the strife : the 


gound 
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sound of thei. steel was the the echoin the narrom 
vale, when tts green pines are feled—Deadful (5 
thetr battle! TDrathal ts a storm that overcomes the 
grove, and a wave that climbs the shove ts Colijttl—— 
Dut the eyes of Colgul reel in mist, as lights on his 
helmet the meifsy Spear. Corran stands without his 
shield, Like a rock which the lightning has bored. 
Duchonnes stops with tis hand the ved stream of his 
breast, and leans his back to a broken trees The 
helmet of Cousollis glitters between his feet, mith one 
half his head, before he falls : and the quay hair 
of Sual-arma ts trampled in blood and “Oust, by the 
coonding cet of heroes. 

Colgut scatters with his red eyes the cloud,.—— 
He sees his poegple in their blood avund, Like 
the dark shadow of Legos mt st, he comes in stlence 
tchind the hing , but he comes not infercetved. Grathat 
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£uU2NS Colgut flies. Kas stefis are to the boat, and 
Drathal in his strength pursues him. Al thousand 
arrows aim at the hing. By one of them Colgul ts 
puewed. Ke falis ufuon the shove when one hand 
hath hold of the boat.  Drathal leaps into its dark 
ovomb,, and turns ufion the profile of Colyut. He 
turns ; but a blast drives him into the def, and he 

bounds in the midst of his fame mith f° 2 
The Spouse of Trathal had vemained in her house ; 
‘wo children rose, nith thelr fair locks, about ter 
knees. They bend their ears above the har as she 
touched, mith her white Fand, tts trembling stungs. 
She stops. They take the harfr themselves ; but 
cannot fend the sound which they admired —W hy 
they said does it not ansner us? shew us the stiing 
ahevein dwells the song. She bids them search foe 
tL 
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te till she returns. Their little fingers wander 
among the mires. 

Silin-dona books for her love. The hour of his 
retwin ¢3 fast. Trathal, where dost thou wander 
among streams ; where has th: path erred amone 
goods 2 from this height my IT behold thy tall 
for j mily ST see the smiling poy of thy reddy face. 
Between thy yellow lacks of youth, thot lookest hike 
the mornbinry Silt. 

She ascended the hill, like awhite cloud of the 
melted dew ' when tt rises on early beams from the 
secret vale, and rushes scarce mave their brown-tifted 
heads. the saw a sh: ff bounding on the dech : : 
she saw on the shore a grove of sfreazs. —" Jurel; 
they mitst be foes who iif them ; and Trathal és 
alone. Can one tho str ong contend with thousands 2 
Her cries ascend the wck. The vates reply mith 

ale 


( 10 ) 


oith Colqul ave high on clouds. On moon-teams, 
she may cone perhaps , 0 thy dreams, when silence 
retyns in dona. Duughter of beauty, thow avt 
low but thou sleopest in the tomb with Coligut. 

uch was the Sony ved Calmora ; but who could, 
speak in frratse of Col gut 2 Often have their ghosts 
sighed on the mournful mists that coeepe along the 
tombs. But thou seest them not, Osun: they 
come only whin darknefs COUELS the hitds : Lut 
thou seest the ghost of Trathal —Often Does “he 
stalk in thy beams at noon, when the hills are 
covered with mist. Thou delightest to shed thy 
beams on the clouds which enrobes the brave » and 
to spread thy rays vound the tombs of the valiant. 
Often do J feet them On the bed of Srenmor, ‘and 
even now thou warmest the quay stone of Frathal. 


Thou rememberest the heroes, O sun ; for thetr 
S1Efes 
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stops tn thy frresence was lively 5 and before theit 
time thow hast shone on Norven. And thou 
ile vemember them in the time to come, O SUN, 
nhen. this gray stone shall be sought in vain. Yes i 
or “thou wile endure, said the bard of ancient 
“days after the mofs of time shall gow in Temora ‘ 
after the blast of years shall zoll over the oaks of 
Selma— 


Trathal, 


2 2 gutvinas 
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all thels steeams, Z oths vuah from their mountains, 
and mildly aoe | Mar, atefis for their hing. — 
They th ough: t of rushing on the preople of Colgul i in 
their wr 0 but Drath al raised on the deer his vole, 
and bade re Stofr the spear. They rejoiced whem 
they heard the ding, and saw him turn to the shove 
his shi Life. Py. sey gathered about Colgut; ; but his face 
was dark, and the flame of t his ey ye had failed. =e 
His people stood motionte|s around ; but many of 
them had strewed the bronn heath, fi l oy He Sine ‘S On 
autumn s dusky plain P when tempes sts shake the ne 
We he ip them to raise their tombs ; ; and piost ne “Olg 
the poave of Colqul—A youih stoops to polace beside 
the jpear. The mail in rising ; drops from imo heaps 
of SNOW. Calmora fos beside her love—TFulin-dona 
as she came, beheld her pate. She knew the 
dateghter 


( 1 } 

daughter of Cornglas. Hor tears fol over PRS thr 
the grave. She praised the fav of omen. 

fe Daughter of beauty, thou ant low. A strange 
shore veceives thy corse. Gout thou wilt rejotce On 
thy cloud, for thou sleepest in the tomb with Colgucl. 
The ghosts of Nborven will open their halls to the 
young Stranger, when they see thee approach. Heroes 
around the feast of dim shells, in the midst of : 
clouds, shall admire thee ; and virgins tn thy 
prraise shall towch the harp of must, Shou mite 
Zepotce O Catmora ; but thy [other in Jona will 
be sad. His Stefus of aye will wander On the 
shore. The roar of the wave will come from the 
distant rock.—— Calmora, lifting his gray head, 
he mill say ‘is that thy voice ?——-T he son of the 
vock atone will roply. retire. to thy house ; O 


Comngtafs rettre from the stormy shove ; her stepus 
2 with 


(im) 


SULVIRA’s CLEGH 


Come fot, | sigh of woe. Roll down, tears of | 
grief. WMoourn the | fall of the lovely. Pathe the 
memory of the white-armed daughter of Noralit-— 
Why doth the wandering stream smite as é poafseth 2 
: Why duth the fonny tribe Sprort in the chiystal flood 2 
Roll in darknefs » ¥ glittering waves! petire to 
the tlackest jprool, ye silver winged 2— ound no 
horn On tty hills, ye followers of the stag ! Spare 
the tide of ihe roe, ye bearers of the minged avon f 
—N od your gueen heads in grief, ye leafy dawg hters 
of the forest | Jing a tale of moe, ye tenants of the 
bush. —— I hy dost thou travel in thy mitdnefs ; 
soft breath of summer? She fairest flomer that ever 
omet thee 3 low. The frbendshife of the breeze shall 
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a0 more smile on the cheek of the rose. The Waring 
vin lets of her dark-brown hair shall NO more icomblls 
on the mings of the pafsing breeze, 

Away with thy voice of Ninth, foyfue mornin ip / 
she , who was wont to shine before thy early beams 
shill not awake: Hang your drooping heads, ye 
floners of the mead ! ~ | surly blast hath plucked the 
fairest tilly from her stalk. Lonely ts her dwelling 
ti the gloomy tomb. The sun-beams of coming 
years shall not smile on her viryin charms. 

But come, O come, with all thy sable clouds, 
black-robed night / Grasp the hills in thy dark 
bosom. Let the shiieks of ghosts , the screams of 
onts, and the course of meteors, be around me,—— 
Let the strength of the angry blast bear me on tts 
mings ; and let the Spirits of the wind hum thetr 


tales of woe tn my Caz. 


Com é 


( im ) 


Come foah from thy narrow welll ing in the 
land of graves, “how beam th at mer lovely. Wi hig 
didst thou retire in the midst of thy blooming yeas 
dike the midnight az, that wishes bchind a dark 
cloud? The mariners home ts near its bed in the 
mestern waves. His eager eyes seauch for it in vain 
among the boisterous billows, and blwstering blasts of 
stormy night ; but he finds tt net. 

Wty dost. thou poor the teams of thy kindne S 
around me, bright queen of nt gh >. Sie bionielah Life 
of th smiles brings no T% to me. Nore welcome 
ae the frowns of gotanly — th e tremendous voice 
of bursting clouds, or the suri ly aspect of the roatehful 
storm | Away nith thy glari ny light, insulting 
moon! Hide thy byself among the dark folds 0 nightly 
clouds. Never shall your smiles call fork JSulvina 
from the hall: never shall your silent teams dance 


round 
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round her graceful shadom, The form of hex who 
WAS lovely shale no move wander along the rustling 
he cath. mont, She te me eting of wiivetors t$ tn the hall of 
Norald; but the votce of mirth is not there. No 
white ingers are seen among the teembling SETINGS 
MNbute ts the harp Loud ave the sighs. Wh heat 
eye can refuse a tear to the lovel; i 

A. cloud has darkened the valley at noon——The 
Sttn= -beam 0; my f LY tS set, no moreto return. Mt; 
eyes shall never move behold tts coming forth from th 6 
ol of the CUSELT 2D hill, 

Dhen, sD vaven=haired night | with all thy 
blick clouds. Spr cad thy Ar0usy Y win gs over the 
inhabitants o the ovest » and let the tenants of the 
caiage purse thetr bles Lyf dreams among the vtsi Ona ip 
mountatns that VISe NEAL the couch o their sl: embers: 
ma Po ttt talk not of g ctf to we, gloomy night j my 


LEASE 
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Ercan is the house of woe. Tho thow rutest in 
“darkness over the children of nature, a regard thee 
nol. of ile thot thyself zest, when the alllightening 
sun shakes his white tocks in the east: mils thou 
then presume to combat the coming foth of his 
beauty 7 ; thot fliest in haste nith th ‘y 
a eved clouds ; and the wretched only moun thy 
“departure. _ When is the course of thy fourne 4) 
black cloud? Rush in haste from thy dwelling aE 
the 6 sky. Bear Mme On the MULNGS of thy strength: 
Pear me over boistercus seas , to distant isles, where 
the souls of the lvely rejolce before the sunbeams of 
eternal day.— 

Do thou , Julvina, mect me with the snectest of 


4 WP Lp, g ae 
thy smiles ; and be the pillar oy my wandering steps 
20 the Tile of ae oe 


OranMolls 
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o,'s Via, tS mine tn the absence of the maid of 
dove. he white bosoms of a hundred viDgiNns meet 
the sun-beams on the banks of Comic: but thy agua f 
matchlefs maid of the rolling eye | ¢s not Pe es 
Thy smiles are as the glances of the sire of brightnefs, 
when he rides tr. meredian splendor OVE? the mountatns. 
Thy words as the voice of many harps, when the 
songs of bards ave heard, and. thetz fingers toavel 
among the trembling strings. ' 

Show art distant fer, maid of Comic | Put 
dark MOUNLALNS TAWSE. their clit y heads between us in 
vain. Mine eyes shale never cease to view the image 
of the lovely. | My thoughts shale wander vound the 


croudin Y beauties that attend thee. 
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The eager eyes of a hundied warriors are towards 
the ute 9g charms which adorn the smelling surface 
of thy rising bosom. Dhe forrest f, ily that shines # tre 
the forest, contends not with the sn cetnels ch its 
smiles ; and, when tt meets the sun-beams at noon, 
the swan ts ashamed of her downy breast, and hides 
tt beneath the rising wave. 

Sty delicate fengers teace not in vain the folds 
of the lawn. Thy needle gave birth to the spreading 
¢2e¢, that seems to tend beneath the load of yellow 
pit— But stretch, lovely maid! stretch foth ”Y 
hand in hindrnefs to me, and T will breathe, 
reality ity, that life which the sons of thy needle a 
seem to enjoy. Ly the friendshi Life of thy ey eyes 
shine avound me, and J will flourish before their 
écams, ti t the vegetable tribes that rear thetz tender 


heads beneath the kindly breath of SemmLet”, 


an a 
YW ho shall convey 0 song the form of the mata 


who moves matchlels over the mountains 2 Hor 
smooth neck ts the mhite bed of her golden trefies. 
Her flowing vinglets fall in sovect disorder over her 
tvory shoulders. Soft blue eyes voll bencath a small 
round arch—/V arriors melt before the strength 
of their beams. 

: Nowe on tn thy Rvinjesttc steps, mata of the 
mild-rolling eye ! Dhe blooming heath shall meet thy 
graceful shadow tn gladnefs ; The verdant plain 
shall wave thelr grafsy locks , and smile as tt puctfseth. 
Grace ts tn thy frresence. Sy fy breath ts as the 
scent of a flowery garden, when it pours its sweet 

odours on the MLILGS of the breeze. | 
The conguce of thy songs ts suztounded by the white 
formers of the ivory ren Y. The sound of thy VOlCe 
ts like the music of the moot, when the feathery toibes 
em) rejotce 


/ igo 


peyotce among the rustling leaves. oe ee ot 
formest th hofe excellencies which b captivate the envapitured 
eyes of men | this ts the nook of thy hand ; and we 
feel the strength o of tts power. Wk at, oe “ mest 
be thy own jurfections, since the object who starts 
into eaxtstence at th y nod, ts thus teat wlly ovmed | 

raise, dareghter of night | raise thy feir head. 
in the east: be the quide i my lonely Journey over 
the lee moUntatns. 

Though lonely ‘Y) oO mander by th ve StYeamL, thot s yh 
mourngfeel, mip sigh. min gles with the nind of t the 
desart ; the favour of thy yf bir ight eges, fate moatd, 
er cheer Me, as the sun the hills, when he pours 
fouk the strength of his beauty at noon, and shakes 
the snow from their heathy locks. 


The 


/ 
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+ The OLD BARD s WS. 


O Place me by the side of the MiLrmUring rill, 
that gently glides nith downward rolling frace | lay 
my head in the shade of the spreading branches, and 
be thy friendly beams, O sun! in hind nefs around 


me.——Theve at ease bt my side embrace the green 


grafs on the tank of the lomery gan, and let me 


taste the viendship of the breeze as tt poofies. Let 
my feet ; bathed in the chrystal Hood, feel the strugling 
efforts of the yielding stream tn tts hasty fourney. 

Let the lilly Oj juevest complexion smile near me on 
the yielding stalk : and. the trembling dew glitter On 
the waving lacks of roy verdant seat, Let my hand 
recline on the daisted turf, and let the fragrant thyme 
$e the pillow of my leaning check. 


SG ole nce 
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Round on the high evected brows of my glen ; Li 
the hanthown shread tts blooming boughs ) and the little 
children of the bushes nepolce in the Songs of their love ? 
vepeated by the invisible tenants of the rock. 

—@ But hark! FT hear the Stefos of the hunter, 

O aoe the as of thy th hounds, and the sound of thy 
darts, thou bender of the Ye; be often & heard around 
my silent dwelling | Moy monted fH) when the 
chace arose, she all, th ven witurny, and the bloom 0 youth 
shall g glow t in my cheek that was faded. — She marin 
tn my bones shall ZEUIVEy when J hear the ak , 
spreads the bound of dogs, and the twang of Stun! 
—Wich joy J shall spring pe alive pe ag they cry 
‘ The stag 5 'S fallen: [’ 

“TF shall then meet the companions of my chace ; 
the hound that follomed me tate and early. ee hall 
see the hills that T lwved to frequent , and ihe rocks that 
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ere wont to answer to my cues, ow shall SEL the Cave 
that often recetved my steps from night : she cave whert 
we often repoiced around the flame of the oak. Loy a 
Ouz feast of deer was spread i there Treig wus our 
dvink, and the murmur of tts stocams Our S0nd.— 
Ghosts shricked on their clouds, and the Sputriis of the 
mountains roared along thetr hollow streams: but no 
fea MUS Ours; tn the cave of our vock secure we lay. 
— TJ shall see Lcur-elda tower above the vate : mhere 
the welcome votce of the cuckow ts early hecrd,—T 
shall see Gormal, with its thousand frtnes ; ff shale 
see tt im all its green beats i with tts many Toes and 
fajhes of fort —J shall see the iste of trees in the 
lake ” nith the red fruit nodding over the Waves.— 
I shall see Arden ; chief of a thousand hills: tts 
sides are the abode of deer, tts tof the habitation of 
cluds.—~T see—bit whither, gy vision » are thous: 
fled 2 Thou hast loft me to return no more. 
Farench 


€& 4 ) 


el A then, my beloved hills ; forenel, 
children of youth, With you it is summer still : but 
my winter t$ come: no yung, alas, is to succeed ! 
—" 0 place 7 Mme byt the 4 queen stde of my stream ; 
place the shell, and my futher’ shiold beside me 
ti m Yy narrow bias —Open, ofeen, ye ghosts of 
my fat hers Pe | all where Ofsian a and Daol peste 
ies De evening of mp life ts come, and the bard 
sh tale be fownd no more. 
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